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HEAVEN AND EARTH; 

A MYSTEBT, 

FOUIIDBD ON THE FOLLOWIKO PASSAGE DC GENESIS, CHAP. YI. 

** And it came to para . . . that the loiui of Qod iaw the danghteifl of 
men that they were foir ; and they took them wiyes of all which they 
chose.'' 



**And woman waUIng Ibr her demon loror." — OouuMi. 

(1) 

VOL. vm, 1 



INTRODUCTION 

TO HEAVEN AND EABTH. 



^ Heayen and Eartli " was written at Ravenna, 
in October, 1821. In forwarding it to Mr. Murray, 
in the following month, Lord Byron says: — "En- 
closed is a lyrical drama, entitled ^A Mystery/ 
You will find it pious enough, I trust — at least 
some of the chorus might have been written by 
Stemhold and Hopkins themselves for that, and 
perhaps for melody. As it is longer, and more 
lyrical and Greek, than I intended at first, I have 
not divided it into acts, but called what I have sent 
Part First ; as there is a suspension of the action 
which may either close there without impropriety, 
or be continued in a way that I have in view. I 
wish the first part to be published before the second; 
because, if it don't succeed, it is better to stop there, 
than to go on in a fruitless experiment." 

Though without delay revised by Mr. Gifford, 
and printed, this " First Part " was not published 
till 1822, when it appeared in the second number 
of the " Liberal.'* The "Mystery" was never com- 
pleted. 

(8) 



DRAMATIS PERSONS 



Angels. — Samiasa. 

AZAZIEL. 

Raphael the ArcbangeL 

Men, — Noah and bis Sons. 
Ibad. 
Japhet. 

Women. — Anah. 

Aholibauah. 



Chorus of Spirits of ihe Earth, — Chorus of Mortals, 



HEAVEN AND EARTH. 



PART L 

SCENE I.* 

A woody and mountainous district near Mount 
Ararat.— Time, midnighU 

MUer Akah and Aholibamah. 

Amxh. OuB father sleeps : it is the hour when thej 
Who love OS are accustomed to descend 
Through the deep clouds o'er rocky Ararat : — 
How my heart beats I 

* [The great power of this *' MyBtery" is in its fearless and 
daring simplicity. Lord Byron faces at once all the grandeur 
of his sublime subject. He seeks for nothing, but it rises before 
him in its death-doomed magnificence. Man, or angel, or demon, 
the being who mourns, or laments, or exults, is driven to speak 
by his own souL The angels deign not to use many words, eyen 
to their beautiful paramours; and they scorn Noah and his sen- 
tentious sons. The first scene is a woody and mountainous 
distriot, near Mount Ararat; and the time midnight. Mortal 
creatures, conscious of their own wickedness, have heard awful 

(6) 



6 HEAVEN AND EABTH. PART I. 

Aho, Let us proceed upon 

Our invocation. 

Anah. But the stars are hidden. 

I tremble. 

Aho, So do I, but not with fear 

Of aught save their delay. 

Anah. Mj sister, though 

I love Azaziel more than oh, too much ! 

What was I going to say ? my heart grows impious* 

Aho. And where is the impiety of loving 
Celestial natures ? 

Anah. But, Aholibamah, 

I love our Grod less since his angel loved me : 
This cannot be of good ; and though I know not 
That I do wrong, I feel a thousand fears 
Which are not ominous of right 

Aho, Then wed thee 

Unto some son of clay, and toil and spin ! 
There 's Japhet loves thee well, hath loved thee long : 
Marry, and bring forth dust I 

Anah, I should have loved 

Azaziel not less were he mortal ; yet 

predictions of the threatened flood, and all their lives are dark- 
ened with terror. But the sons of God have been dwellers on 
earth, and women's hearts have been stirred by the beauty of 
these celestial visitants. Anah and Aholibam^, two of these 
angel-stricken maidens, come wandering along while others 
sleep, to ponr forth their invocations to their demon lovers. 
They are of very different characters: Anah, soft, gentle, and 
submissive; Aholibamah, proud, impetuous, and aspiring — the 
one loving in fear, and the other in ambition. -^ Wilson.] 
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I am glad he is not I can not outlive him* 

And when I think that his immortal wings 

Will one day hover o'er the sepulchre 

Of the poor child of clay which so adored him, 

As he adores the Highest, death becomes 

Less terrible ; but yet I pity him : 

His grief will be of ages, or at least 

Mine would be such for him, were I the seraph. 

And he the perishable. 

Aho, Rather say. 

That he will single forth some other daughter 
Of Earth, and love her as he once loved Anah. 

Anah, And if it should be so, and she loved him. 
Better thus than that he should weep for me. 
JJio. II I thought thus of Samiasa's love. 
All seraph as he is, I 'd spurn him from me. 
But to our invocation I — 'T is the hour. 
Anah. Seraph I 

From thy sphere I 
Whatever star contain thy glory ; 
In the eternal depths of heaven 
Albeit thou watchest with " the seven," ♦ 
Though through space infinite and hoary 
Before thy bright wings worlds be driven, 
Yet hear I 
Oh ! think of her who holds thee dear ! 

And though she nothing is to thee. 
Yet think that thou art all to her. 

*The archangels, said to be seven in nnmber, and to ooonpy 
the eighth rank in the celestial hierarchy. 
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Thou canst not tell, — and never be 
Such pangs -decreed to aught save me, — * 
The bitterness of tears. 
Eternity is in thine years, 
Unborn, undying beauty in thine eyes ; 
With me thou canst not sympathize. 
Except in love, and there thou must 
Acknowledge that more loving dust 
Ne'er wept beneath the skies. 
Thou walk'st thy many worlds, thou see'st 

The face of him who made thee great, 
As he hath made me of the least 
Of those cast out from Eden's gate: 
Yet, Seraph dear I 
Oh hear I 
For thou hast loved me, and I would not die 
Until I know what I must die in knowing, 
That thou forget'st in thine eternity 

Her whose heart death could not keep from 
o'erflowing 
For thee, immortal essence as thou art I 
Great is their love who love in sin and fear ; 
And such, I feel, are waging in my heart 
A war unworthy : to an Adamite 
Forgive, my Seraph! that such thoughts 
appear, 
For sorrow is our element ; 
Delight 
An Eden kept afar from sight, 

Though sometimes with our visions blent 
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The hour is near 
Which tells me we are not abandoned quite^-^- 
Appear! Appear I 
Seraph I 
Mj own Azaziel I be but here. 
And leave the stars to their own light. 
Aho. Samiasa I 

Wheresoe'er 
Thou rulest in the upper air — 
Or warring with the spirits who may dare 
Dispute with Him 
Who made all empires, empire ; or recalling 
Some wandering star, which shoots through the 
abjss, falling. 

Whose tenants dying, while their world is 
Share the dim destiny of clay in this ; 
Or joining with the inferior cherubim. 
Thou deignest to partake their hymn— 
Samiasa I 
I call thee, I await thee, and I love thee. 

Many may worship thee, that will I not: 
If that thy spirit down to mine may move theOi 
Descend and share my lot I 
Though I be formed of day, 

And thou of beams 
More bright than those of day 
On Eden's streams, 
Thine immortality can not repay 

With love more warm than mine 
My love. There is a ray 
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In me, which, though forbidden yet to shine, 
I feel was lighted at thy Gk)d's and thine. 
It may be hidden long : death and decay 

Our mother Eve bequeathed us — but my heart 
Defies it : though this life must pass away 
Is that a cause for thee and me to part ? 
Thou art immortal — so am I : I feel — 

I feel my immortality o'ersweep 
All pains, all tears, all time, all fears, and peal, 

Like the eternal thunders of the deep. 
Into my ears this truth — " Thou liVst for ever I " 
But if it be in joy 
I know not, nor would know ; 
That secret rests with the Almighty giver 

Who folds in clouds the fonts of bliss and woe. 
But thee and me he never can destroy ; 
Change us he may, but not o'erwhelm ; we are 
Of as eternal essence, and must war 
With him if he will war with us : with thee 

I can share aU things, even immortal sorrow ; 
For thou hast ventured to share life with mcj 
And shall I shrink from thine eternity ? 
No ! though the serpent's sting should pierce 

me through. 
And thou thyself wert like the serpent, coil 
Around me still ! and I will smile, 
And curse thee not ; but hold 
Thee in as warm a fold 

As but descend ; and prove 

A mortal's love 
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For an immortaL If the skies contain 

More joy than thou canst give and take, remain I * 

AnaJu Sister ! sister ! I view them winging 
Their bright way through the parted night 

Aho. The clouds from off their pinions flinging. 
As though they bore to-morrow's light 

Anah, But if our father see the sight I 

Aho. He would but deem it was the moon 
Rising unto some sorcerer's tune 
An hour too soon. 

Anah, They come ! he comes ! — Azaziel I ^ 

Aho. Haste 

To meet them ! Oh ! for wings to bear 
My spirit, while they hover there. 
To Samiasa's breast I 

Anah, Lo ! they have kindled all the west, 
Like a returning sunset ; — lo 1 

On Ararat's late secret crest 
A mild and many-colored bow. 
The remnant of their flashing path, 
Now shines I and now, behold ! it hath 
Returned to night, as rippling foam, 

Which the leviathan hath lashed 
From his unfathomable home. 
When sporting on the face of the calm deep, 

* [This invocation is extremely beantifhl : its chief beanty lies 
in the continuoos and meandering flow of its impassioned yersi- 
fication. At its close, — and it might well win down to earth 
erring angels from heayen, — the maidens disappear in the mid- 
night darkness, hoping the presence of their celestial lovers. — 
Wilson.] 
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Subsides soon after he again hath dashed 
Down, down, to where the ocean's fountains sleep.* 

Aho. Thej have touched earth I Samiasa ! 
Anah. My Azaziel I 

\EQceunt, 

SCENE n.t 
Enter Ibad and Jaj!^eis,t, 

Irad. Despond not : wherefore wilt thou wander 
thus 
To add thy silence to the silent night, 
And lift thy tearful eye unto the stars ? 
They cannot aid thee. 

Ja'ph. But they soothe me — now 

Perhaps she looks upon them as I look. 
Methinks a being that is beautiful 
Becometh more so as it looks on beauty, 
The eternal beauty of undying things. 
Oh, Anahl 

Irad. But she loves thee not. 

Ja'ph, Alas I 

Irad, And proud Aholibamah spurns me also. 

* [Lord Byron here takes a wide career, and is sometimes 
obscure and confused; bnt the flashes of fire continually break 
through, and illumine the clouds of smoke and vapor. The ex- 
trayagance is dictated by passion. His muse, even in her riddles 
and digressions, has a sybil-like, prophetic fury. — Jeffbet.] 

t [In the second scene, Japhet, Noah's son, and Irad — the 
earthly and despised lovers of the two maidens — appear. Their 
talk is somewhat dull; which, we presume, is natural in such 
circumstances. — Wilson.] 
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Jafh, I feel for thee too. 

Irad. Let her keep her pride. 

Mine hath enabled me to bear her scorn : 
It may be, time too will avenge it 

Ja'ph. Canst thou 

Find joy in such a thought ? 

Irad* Nor joy nor sorrow. 

I loved her well ; I would have loved her better. 
Had love been met with love : as 't is, I leave her 
To brighter destinies, if so she deems them. 

Jafh, What destinies ? 

Irad, I have some cause to think 

She loves another. 

Ja'ph. Anahl 

Irad. No ; her sister. 

Jwph. What other ? 

Trad. That I know not ; but her air. 

If not her words, tells me she loves another. 

Japh. Ay, but not Anah : she but loves her Grod. 

Irad. Whatever she loveth, so she loves thee not, 
What can it profit thee ? * 

Japh. True, nothing ; but 

I love. 

Irad. And so did I. 



* [This is one of those bitter, tatmting sarcasms that escape firom 
Lord Byron^s pen, in spite of himself. Japhet is afterwards in- 
troduced alone in a moontainous cave; and his soliloquy, be- 
moaning his own fate, and the approaching destmction of man- 
kind, is intermpted by a laugh of demons, rejoicing over the 
event. This scene is terrific. — Jeffbkt. J 
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Jafh, And now thou loVst not, 

Or think'st thou lov'st not, art thou happier ? 

Irad. Yes. 

Japh. I pity thee. 

Irad. Me! why? 

Jajih, For being happy 

Deprived of that which makes my misery. 

Irad, I take thy taunt as part of thy distemper, 
And would not feel as thou dost for more shekels 
Than all our father's herds would bring if weighed 
Against the metal of the sons of Cain — 
The yellow dust they try to barter with us, 
As if such useless and discolored trash, 
The refuse of the earth, could be received 
For milk, and wool, and flesh, and fruits, and all 
Our flocks and wilderness afford. — Gro, Japhet, 
Sigh to the stars, as wolves howl to the moon — 
I must back to my rest 

Japh, And so would I 

If I could rest 

Irad. Thou wilt not to our tents then ? 

Japh. No, Irad ; I will to the cavern, whose 
Mouth they say opens from the internal world 
To let the inner spirits of the earth 
Forth when they walk its surface. - 

Irad. Wherefore so? 

What wouldst thou there ? 

Japh. Soothe further my sad spirit 

With gloom as sad : it is a hopeless spot^ 
And I am hopeless. 
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Irad. But 'tis dangerous; 

Strange sounds and sights have peopled it with 

terrors. 
I must go with thee. 

Ja^h, Irad, no ; believe me 

I feel no evil thought, and fear no eviL 

had. Bat evil things will be thy foe the more 
As not being of them : turn thj steps aside. 
Or let mine be with thine. 

Japlu No, neither, Irad ; 

I most proceed alone. 

Ircd. Then peace be with thee I 

\Exii Ibab. 

Ja^lu (solus). Peace ! I have sought it where it 
should be found, 
In love — with love, too, which perhaps deserved it; 
And, in its stead, a heaviness of heart — 
A weakness of the spirit — listless days, 
And nights inexorable to sweet sleep — 
Have come upon me. Peace I what peace ? the calm 
Of desolation, and the stillness of 
The untrodden forest, only broken by 
The sweeping tempest through its groaning boughs ; 
Such is the sullen or the fitful state 
Of my mind overworn. The earth 's grown wicked, 
And many signs and portents have proclaimed 
A change at hand, and an o'erwhelming doom, 
To perishable beings. Oh, my Anah ! 
When the dread hour denounced shall open mde 
The fountains of the deep, how mightest thou 
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Have lain within this bosom, folded from 
The elements ; this bosom, which in vain 
Hath beat for thee, and then will beat more yainlj. 

While thine Oh, Grod ! at least remit to her 

Thy wrath ! for she is pure amidst the failing 
As a star in the clouds, which cannot quench, 
Although thej obscure it for an hour. Mj Anah ! 
How would I have adored thee, but thou wouldst not ; 
And still would I redeem thee — see thee live 
When ocean is earth's grave, and, unopposed 
Bj rock or shallow, the leviathan. 
Lord of the shoreless sea and waterj world. 
Shall wonder at his boundlessness of realm. 

[jEct< Japhet. 

Mtter Noah and Shem. 

Noah. Where is thy brother Japhet ? 

Shem. He went forth. 

According to his wont, to meet with Irad, 
He said ; but, as I fear, to bend his steps 
Towards Anah's tents, round which he hovers nightly. 
Like a dove round and round its pillaged nest ; 
Or else he walks the wild up to the cavern 
Which opens to the heart of Ararat 

ITbah. What doth he there ? It is an evil spot 
Upon an earth all evil ; for things worse 
Than even wicked men resort there : he 
Still loves this daughter of a fated race, 
Although he could not wed her if she loved him, 
And that she doth not. Oh, the unhappy hearts 
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Of men ! that one of my blood, knowing well 
The destiny and evil of these days, 
And that the hour approacheth, should indulge 
In such forbidden yearnings I Lead the way — 
He must be sought for ! 

Shem. Go not forward, father : 

I will seek Japhet. 

Noah. Do not fear for me : 

All evil things are powerless on the man 
Selected by Jehovah. — Let us on, 

Shem, To the tents of the father of the sisters ? 

Noah. No ; to the cavern of the Caucasus. 

\ExeafU Noah and Shem. 

SCENE m. 
The mountains. — A cixoemj and the rocks of Caueauus. 

Japh. {solus). Ye wilds, that look eternal ; and 
thou cave, 
Which seem'st unfathomable ; and ye mountains, 
So varied and so terrible in beauty ; 
Here, in your rugged majesty of rocks 
And toppling trees that twine their roots with stone 
Li perpendicular places, where the foot 
Of man would tremble, could he reach them — yes, 
Te look eternal ! Yet, in a few days. 
Perhaps even hours, ye will be changed, rent, hurled 
Before the mass of waters ; and yon cave, 
"Which seems to lead into a lower world. 
Shall have its depths searched by the sweeping wave, 
VOL. vin. 2 
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And dolphins gambol in the lion's den I 

And man Oh, men I my fellow-beings ! Who 

Shall weep above your universal grave, 
Save I ? Who shall be left to weep ? My kinsmen, 
Alas I what am I better than ye are. 
That I must live beyond ye ? Where shall be 
The pleasant places where I thought of Anah 
While I had hope ? or the more savage haunts, 
Scarce less beloved, where I despaired for her ? 
And can it be ! — Shall yon exulting peak, 
Whose glittering top is like a distant star. 
Lie low beneath the boiling of the deep ? 
No more to have the morning sun break forth, 
And scatter back the mists in floating folds 
From its tremendous brow ? no more to have 
Day's broad orb drop behind its head at even. 
Leaving it with a crown of many hues ? 
No more to be the beacon of the world. 
For angels to alight on, as the spot 
Nearest the stars ? And can those words " no more^ 
Be meant for thee, for all things, save for us. 
And the predestined creeping things reserved 
By my sire to Jehovah's bidding ? May 
Be preserve them, and I not have the power 
To snatch the loveliest of earth's daughters from 
A doom which even some serpent, with his mate. 
Shall 'scape to save his kind to be prolonged. 
To hiss and sting through some emerging world. 
Reeking and dank from out the slime, whose ooze 
Shall slumber o'er the wreck of this until 
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The salt morass subside into a sphere 

Beneath the sun, and be the monument, 

The sole and undistinguished sepulchre, 

Of yet quick myriads of all life ? How much 

Breath will be stilled at once ! All beauteous world 

So young, so marked out for destruction, I 

With a cleft heart look on thee day by day. 

And night by night, thy numbered days and nights : 

I cannot save thee, cannot save even her 

Whose love had made me love thee more ; but as 

A portion of thy dust, I cannot think 

Upon thy coming doom without a feeling 

Such as — Oh GrodI and canst thou — [^ffe pauses.^ 

A rushing sound from the cavern is heard^ and shouts 
of laughter — afterwards a Spirit passes. 

Japh. In the name 

Of the Most High, what art thou ? 

Spirit (laughs). Ha I ha ! ha ! 

Japh. By all that earth holds holiest, speak ! 

Spirit (Toughs). Ha I ha I 

Japh. By the approaching deluge ! by the earth 
Which will be strangled by the ocean I by 
The deep which will lay open all her fountains ! 
The heaven which will convert her clouds to seas, 

* [This soliloquy has the fanlt of being too long and wire- 
drawn. At its close, spirits rush from the cavern, and exult in 
the approaching calamity of the world: a dialogue ensues be- 
tween Japhet and one of them, and a chorus is sung by a body 
of them, part of which is truly noble. — Campbell.] 
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And the Omnipotent who makes and crashes I 
Thou unknown, terrible, and indistinct, 
Yet awful Thing of Shadows, speak to me I 
Why dost thou laugh that horrid laugh ? 

Spirit. Why weep'st thou ? 

Japh. For earth and all her children. 
/Spirit, Hal ha I ha I [^S^rit vanishes. 

Japh. How the fiend mocks the tortures of a world, 
The coming desolation of an orb. 
On which the sun shall rise and warm no life I 
How the earth sleeps I and all that in it is 
Sleep too upon the very eve of death I 
Why should they wake to meet it ? What is here, 
Which look like death in life, and speak like 

things 
Bom ere this dying world ? They come like clouds I 
[ Various Spirits pass from the cavern. 
Spirit. Rejoice I 

The abhorred race 
Which could not keep in Eden their high place, 

But listened to the voice 
Of knowledge without power, 
Are nigh the hour 
Of death I 
Not slow, not single, not by sword, nor sorrow, 
Nor years, nor heart-break, nor time's sapping 
motion. 
Shall they drop off. Behold their last to-morrow I 
Earth shall be ocean I 
And no breath, 
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Save of the winds, be on the unbounded wave I 
Angels shall tire their wings, but find no spot : 
Not even a rock from out the liquid grave 

Shall lift its point to save, 
Or show the place where strong Despair hath died, 
After long looking o*er the ocean wide 
For the expected ebb which cometh not : 
All shall be void. 
Destroyed \ 
Another element shall be the lord 

Of Hfe, and the abhorred 
Children of dust be quenched ; and of each hue 
Of earth nought left but the unbroken blue ; 
And of the variegated mountaia 
Shall nought remain 
Unchanged, or of the level plain ; 
Cedar and pine shall lift their tops in vain : 
All merged within the universal fountain, 
Man, earth, and fire, shall die, 
And sea and skj 
Look vast and lifeless in the eternal eje. 
Upon the foam 
Who shall erect a home ? 
Japh. (coming forward). Mj sire I 
Earth's seed shall not expire ; 
Only the evil shall be put away 

From day, 
Avaunt ! ye exulting demons of the waste I 
Who howl your hideous joy 
When God destroys whom you dare not destroy ; 

Hence! haste I 
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Back to your inner caves I 
Until the waves 
Shall search you in your secret place, 
And drive your sullen race 
Forth, to be rolled upon the tossing winds 

In restless wretchedness along all space ! 
Spirit, Son of the saved ! 

When thou and thine have braved 
The wide and warring element ; 
When the great barrier of the deep is rent. 
Shall thou and thine be good or happy ? — No ! 
Thy new world and new race shall be of woe — 
Less goodly in their aspect, in their years 
Less than the glorious giants, who 
Yet walk the world in pride. 
The Sons of Heaven by many a mortal bride. 
Thine shall be nothing of the past, save tears. 
And art thou not ashamed 

Thus to survive. 
And eat, and drink, and wive ? 
With a base heart so far subdued and tamed, 
As even to hear this wide destruction named. 
Without such grief and courage, as should rather 

Bid thee await the world-dissolving wave. 
Than seek a shelter with thy favored father. 

And build thy city o'er the drowned earth's grave ? 
Who would outlive their kind. 
Except the base and blind ? 
Mine 
Hateth thine 
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As of a different order in the sphere. 

But not our own. 
There is not one who hath not left a throne 

Vacant in heaven to dwell in darkness here. 
Bather than see his mates endure alone. 

Gro, wretch ! and give 
A life like thine to other wretches — live ! 
And when the annihilating waters roar 

Above what thej have done. 
Envy the giant patriarchs then no more. 
And scorn thj sire as the surviving one I 

Thyself for being his son ! 

Ohortu of Spirits issuing from the cctvem. 

Rejoice I 
No more the human voice 
Shall vex our joys in middle air 
With prayer ; 
No more 
Shall they adore ; 
And we, who ne'er for ages have adored 

The prayer-exacting Lord, 
To whom the omission of a sacrifice 
Is vice; 
We, we shall view the deep's salt sources poured 
Until one element shall do the work 
Of all in chaos ; until they, 
The creatures proud of their poor clay, 
Shall perish, and their bleached bones shall lurk 
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In caves, in dens, in clefts of mountains, where 
The deep shall follow to their latest lair ; 

Where even the brutes, in their despair. 
Shall cease to prey on man and on each other, 

And the striped tiger shall lie down to die 
Beside the lamb, as though he were his brother ; 
Till all things shall be as thej were. 
Silent and uncreated, save the sky : 
While a brief truce 
Is made with Death, who shall forbear 
The little remnant of the past creation, 
To generate new nations for his use ; 

This renmant, floating o'er the undulation 
Of the subsiding deluge, from its slime. 
When the hot sun hath' baked the reeking soil 
Into a world, shall give again to Time 
New beings -^ years — diseases — sorrow — crime — 
With all companionship of hate and toil, 

Untn 

Ja'ph. (interrupting them). The eternal will 
Shall deign to expound this dream 
Of good and evil ; and redeem 

Unto himself all times, all things ; 
And, gathered under his almighty wings. 
Abolish heU ! 
And to the expiated Earth 
Bestore the beauty of her birth. 

Her Eden in an endless paradise. 
Where man no more can fall as once he fell. 
And even the very demons shall do well ! 
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Sptrits. And when shall take effect this wondrous 

spell? 
Japh, When the Redeemer cometh ; first in pain^ 

And then in glory. 
Spirit. Meantime still struggle in the mortal chain. 
Till earth wax hoary ; 
War with yourselves, and hell, and heaven, in vain, 

Until the clouds look gory 
With the blood reeking from each battle plain ; 
New times, new climes, new arts, new men; but 

still, 
The same old tears, old crimes, and oldest ill. 
Shall be amongst your race in different forms ; 
But the same moral storiQS 
Shall oversweep the future, as the waves 
In a few hours the glorious giants' graves.* 

Chorus of Spirits, 

Brethren, rejoice I 
Mortal, farewell I 
Hark ! hark ! already we can hear the voice 
Of growing ocean's gloomy sweU; 

The winds, too, plume their piercing wings ; 
The clouds have nearly filled their springs ; 
The fountains of the great deep shall be broken, 
And heaven set wide her windows ; t while man- 
kind 

* " And there were giants in the earth in those days, and after; 
mighty men, which were of old, men of renown." — Genesis, 

t " The same day were all the fomitains of the great deep 
broken up, and the windows of heaven were opened." — Ibid, 
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View, unacknowledged, each tremendous token — 
Still, as thej were from the beginning, blind. 
We hear the sound they cannot hear, 
The mustering thunders of the threatening 
sphere ; 
Yet a few hours their coming is delayed — 
Their flashing banners, folded still on high, 
Yet undisplayed. 
Save to the Spirit's all-peryading eye. 

Howl ! howl I oh Earth ! 
Thy death is nearer than thy recent birth ; 
Tremble, ye mountains, soon to shrink below 

The ocean's overflow 1 
The wave shall break upon your cli£Ps ; and shells. 

The little shells, of ocean's least things be 
Deposed where now the eagle's oflspring dwells — 
How shall he shriek o'er the remorseless sea ! 
And call his nestlings up with fruitless yell. 
Unanswered, save by the encroaching swell ; — 
While man shall long in vain for his broad wings, 

The wings which could not save : — 
Where could he rest them, while the whole space 
brings 
Nought to his eye beyond the deep, his grave ? 
Brethren, rejoice I 
And loudly lift each superhuman voice — 

All die, 
Save the slight remnant of Seth's seed — 

The seed of Seth, 
Exempt for future sorrow's sake from death. 
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But of the sons of Cain 
None shall remain ; 
And all his goodly daughters 
Most lie beneath the desolating waters — 
Or, floating upward, with their long hair kdd 
Along the wave, the cruel heaven upbraid. 
Which would not spare 
Beings even in death so fair. 
It is decreed, 
All die! 
And to the universal human cry 
The universal silence shall succeed I 
Fly, brethren, fly ! 
But still rejoice ! 
We fell I 
TheyfaUI 
So perish all 
These petty foes of Heaven who shrink from hell I 
IThe SpiriU disappear, soaring upwards. 
Japh, (solus). God hath proclaimed the destiny of 

earth; 
My father's ark of safety hath announced it ; 
The very demons shriek it from their caves ; 
The scroll * of Enoch prophesied it long 
In silent books, which, in their silence, say 
More to the mind than thunder to the ear : 
And yet men listened not, nor listen ; but 
Walk darkling to their doom ; which, though so nigh, 

• The book of Enoch, preserved by the Ethiopians, is said by 
fhem to be anterior to the flood. 
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Shakes them no more in their dim disbelief, 

Than their last cries shall shake the Almighty 

purpose, 
Or deaf obedient ocean, which fulfils it 
No sign jet hangs its banner in the air ; 
The clouds are few, and of their wonted texture ; 
The sun will rise upon the earth's last daj 
As on the fourth day of creation, when 
God said unto him, '^ Shine I " and he broke forth 
Into the dawn, which lighted not the yet 
Unformed forefather of mankind — but roused 
Before the human orison the earlier 
Made and far sweeter voices of the birds, 
Which in the open firmament of heaven 
Have wings like angels, and like them salute 
Heaven first each day before the Adamites : 
Their matins now draw nigh — the east is kindling — 
And they will sing ! and day will break ! Both near, 
So near the awful close ! For these must drop 
Their outworn pinions on the deep ; and day. 
After the bright course of a few brief morrows, — 
Ay, day will rise ; but upon what ? — a chaos. 
Which was ere day; and which, renewed, makes 

time 
Nothing ! for, without life, what are the hours ? 
No more to dust than is eternity 
Unto Jehovah, who created both. 
Without him, even eternity would be 
A void : without man, time, as made for man, 
Dies with man, and is swallowed in that deep 
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Which has no fountain ; as his race will be 
Devoured by that which drowns his infant world. — 
What have we here? Shapes of both earth and air? 
No — a^ of heaven, they are so beautiful. 
I cannot trace their features ; but their forms, 
How lovelily they move along the side 
Of the gray mountain, scattering its mist I 
And after the swart savage spirits, whose 
Infernal immortality poured forth 
Their impious hymn of triumph, they shall be 
Welcome as Eden. It may be they come 
To tell me the reprieve of our young world, 
For which I have so often prayed — They come I 
Anah ! oh, Gk)d I and with her ♦ 

Miter Samiasa, Azaziel, Anah, and Aholi- 

BAMAH. 

Anah, Japhet I 

Sam, Lol 

A son of Adam! 

Aza. What doth the earth-bom here, 

While all his race are slumbering ? 

* [The spirits disappear soaring upwards, and Japhet has 
again recourse to a very fine soliloquy. He is now joined by 
Anah and Aholibamah, who are accompanied by the two angels, 
Samiasa and Azaziel. The angels seem somewhat snlky, and 
are extremely laconic ; they IooIl like Quakers yet unmoved by 
the spirit— dnll dogs. But Japhet takes them to task very 
severely. Noah and Shem now join the party, and a conversa- 
tion ensues between them all, neither very spirited nor very 
edifying — when enters Baphael the Archangel, who holds a 
highly poetical dialogue with Samiasa.— Wilson.] 
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J(xplu Angel! what 

Dost thou on earth when thou shouldst be on high ? 

Axa. Elnow'st thou not, or forget'st thou, that a 
part 
Of our great function is to guard thine earth ? 

Japh. But all good angels have forsaken earth, 
Which is condemned ; nay, even the evil fly 
The approaching chaos. Anah I Anah I my 
In vain, and long, and still to be beloved I 
Why walk'st thou with this spirit, in those hours 
When no good spirit longer lights below ? 

Anah. Japhet, I cannot answer thee ; yet, yet 
Forgive me 

Ja'ph. May the Heaven, which soon no more 
Will pardon, do so I for thou art greatly tempted. 

Aho, Back to thy tents, insulting son of Noah ! 
We know thee not 

Ja^pih. The hour may come when thou 

May'st know me better ; and thy sister know 
Me still the same which I have ever been. 

Sam, Son of the patriarch, who hath ever been 
Upright before his Grod, whate'er thy gifts. 
And thy words seem of sorrow, mixed with wrath, 
How have Azaziel, or myself, brought on thee 
Wrong? 

Jajifu Wrong I the greatest of all wrongs ; but thou 
Say'st well, though she be dust, I did not, could not, 
Deserve her. Farewell, Anah ! I have said 
That word so often I but now say it, ne'er 
To be repeated. Angel I or whate'er 
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Thou art, or must be soon, hast thou the power 
To save this beautiful — these beautiful 
Children of Cain ? 

Aza. From what ? 

J<q>L And is it so, 

That je too know not ? Angels I angels ! je 
Have shared man's sin, and, it may be, now must 
Partake his punishment ; or, at the least, 
My sorrow. 

Sam. Sorrow I I ne'er thought till now 

To hear an Adamite speak riddles to me. 

Japh. And hath not the Most High expounded 
them? 
Then ye are lost, as they are lost. 

Aho, So be it ! 

If they love as they are loved, they will not shrink 
More to be mortal, than I would to dare 
An immortality of agonies 
With Samiasa! 

Jbiah. Sister I sister I speak not 

Thus. 

Aza. Fearest thou, my Anah? 

Anah. Yes, for thee : 

I would resign the greater remnant of 
This little life of mine, before one hour 
Of thine eternity should know a pang. 

Japh. It is for him, then ! for the seraph thou 
Hast left me ! That is nothing, if thou hast not 
Left thy God too ! for unions like to these. 
Between a mortal and an immortal, cannot 
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Be happy or be hallowed. We are sent 
Upon the earth to toil and die ; and thej 
Are made to minister on high unto 
The Highest : but if he can save thee, soon 
The hour will come in which celestial aid 
Alone can do so. 

Anah. Ah 1 he speaks of death. 

Sam. Of death to tisf and those who are with us I 
But that the man seems full of sorrow, I 
Could smile. 

Japh. I grieve not for myself, nor fear ; 

I am safe, not for my own deserts, but those 
Of a well-doing sire, who hath been found 
Bighteous enough to save his children. Would 
His power was greater of redemption I or 
That by exchanging my own life for hers. 
Who could alone have made mine happy, she, 
The last and loveliest of Cain's race, could share 
The ark which shall receive a remnant of 
The seed of Seth I 

Aho. And dost thou think that we, 

With Cain's, the eldest bom of Adam's, blood 
Warm in our veins, — strong Cain I who was be- 
gotten 
In Paradise — would mingle with Seth's children ? 
Seth, the last offspring of old Adam's dotage ? 
No, not to save all earth, were earth in peril I 
Our race hath always dwelt apart from thine 
From the beginning, and shall do so ever. 

Japh, I did not speak to thee, Aholibamah ! 
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Too much of the forefather whom thou vauntest 
Has come down in that haughty blood which 

springs 
From him who shed the first, and that a brother's 1 
But thou, mj Anah ! let me call thee mine, 
Albeit thou art not ; 't is a word I cannot 
Fart with, although I must from thee. My Anah I 
Thou who dost rather make me dream that Abel 
Had left a daughter, whose pure pious race 
Survived in thee, so much unlike thou art 
The rest of the stem Cainites, save in beauty, 
For all of them are fairest in their favor 

Aho. (interrupting him). And wouldst thou have 
her like our father's foe 
In mind, in soul ? If /partook thy thought, 
And dreamed that aught of Abel was in her / — 
Gret thee hence, son of Noah ; thou makest strife. 

JapL Offspring of Cain, thy father did so I 

Aho, But 

He slew not Seth : and what hast thou to do 
With other deeds between his God and him ? 

Japh, Thou speakest well : his God hath judged 
him, and 
I had not named his deed, but that thyself 
Didst seem to glory in him, nor to shrink 
From what he had done. 

Aho, He was our fathers' father ; 

The eldest bom of man, the strongest, bravest, 
And most enduring : — Shall I blush for him 
From whom we had our being ? Look upon 
VOL. vin. 3 
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Our race ; behold their stature and their beauty, 
Their courage, strength, and length of days 

Japh, They are numbered. 

Aho. Be it so I but while yet their hours endure, 
I glory in my brethren and our fathers. 

Ja'ph. My sire and race but glory in their God, 
Anah I and thou ? 

Anah. Whatever our Grod decrees, 

The Grod of Seth as Cain, I must obey. 
And will endeavor patiently to obey. 
But could I dare to pray in his dread hour 
Of universal vengeance (if such should be), 
It would not be to live, alone exempt 
Of all my house. My sister ! oh, my sister ! 
What were the world, or other worlds, or all 
The brightest future, without the sweet past — 
Thy love — my father's — all the life, and all 
The things which sprang up with me, like the stars, 
Making my dim existence radiant with 
Soft lights which were not mine ? Aholibamah ! 
Oh I if there should be mercy — seek it, find it : 
I abhor death, because that thou must die. 

Aho, What, hath this dreamer, with his father's 
ark. 
The bugbear he hath built to scare the world. 
Shaken my sister ? Are we not the loved 
Of seraphs ? and if we were not, must we 
Cling to a son of Noah for our lives ? 

Bather than thus But the enthusiast dreams 

The worst of dreams, the fantasies engendered 
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By hopeless love and heated vigils. Who 
Shall shake these solid mountains, this firm earth, 
And bid those clouds and waters take a shape 
Distinct from that which we and all our sires 
Have seen them wear on their eternal way ? 
Who shall do this ? 

Japh. He whose one word produced them. 

Aho. Who heard that word ? 

Japh. The universe, which leaped 

To life before it Ah I smilest thou still in scorn ? 
Turn to thy seraphs : if they attest it not, 
They are none. 

Sam. Aholibamah, own thy God ! 

Aho. I have ever hailed our Maker, Samiasa, 
As thine, and mine : a God of love, not sorrow. 

Japh. Alas ! what else is love but sorrow ? Even 
He who made earth in love had soon to grieve 
Above its first and best inhabitants. 

Aho. 'T is said so. 

Japh. It is even so. 

Miter Noah and Shem. 

Noah. ' Japhet! What 

Dost thou here with these children of the wicked ? 
Dread'st thou not to partake their coming doom ? 

Japh. Father, it cannot be a sin to seek 
To save an earth-bom being ; and behold, 
These are not of the sinM, since they have 
The fellowship of angels. 
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Noah. These are thej, then, 

Who leave the throne of Gk>d9 to take them wives 
From out the race of Cam ; the sons of heaven. 
Who seek earth's daughters for their beauty ? 

Azct. ' Patriarch ! 

Thou hast said it 

Noah. Woe, woe, woe to such communion ! 

Has not God made a barrier between earth 
And heaven, and limited each, kind to kind ? 

Sam, Was not man made in high Jehovah's image ? 
Did Grod not love what he had made ? And what 
Do we but imitate and emulate 
His love unto created love ? 

Noah. I am 

But man, and was not made to judge mankind, 
Far less the sons of Gk)d ; but as our Gk)d 
Has deigned to commune with me, and reveal 
B%8 judgments, I reply, that the descent 
Of seraphs from their everlasting seat 
Unto a perishable and perishing, 
Even on the very eve of penshin^y world, 
Cannot be good. 

Aza. What I though it were to save ? 

Noah. Not ye in all your glory can redeem 
What he who made you glorious hath condemned. 
Were your immortal mission safety, 'twould 
Be general, not for two, though beautiM ; 
And beautiful they are, but not the less 
Condemned. 

Japh. Oh, father I say it not 
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Noah, Son! bod! 

If that thou wooldst ayoid their doom, forget 
That thej exist : they soon shall cease to be ; 
While thou shalt be the sire of a new world, 
And better. 

JapK Let me die with Ihis, and them ! 

Noah, Thou shauldst for such a thought, but shalt 
not; he 
Who can redeems thee. 

Sam. And why him and thee, 

More than what he, thy son, prefers to both? 

Noah. Ask him who made thee greater than my- 
self 
And min^ but not less subject to his own 
Almightiness. And lo ! his mildest and 
Least to be tempted messenger appears ! 

JBnter Raphael * the Archangd* 

Baph. Spirits I 

Whose seat is near the throne. 
What do ye here ? 
Is thus a seraph's duty to be shown, 
Now that the hour is near 
When earth must be alone ? 
Return! 
Adore and bum 

• [In the original MS. "Michael." "I return yon," says 
Byron to Mr. M., " the rerise. I have softened the part to which 
Gifford objected, and changed the name of Michael to Baphael, 
who was an angel of gentler sympathies." — Byrcn Z^eUen, July 
6, 1822.] 
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In glorious homage with the elected " seven,** 
Your place is heaven. 
Sam, Raphael ! 

The first and fairest of the sons of Gk>d9 
How long hath this been law, 
That earth bj angels must be left untrod ? 

Earth ! which oft saw 
Jehovah's footsteps not disdain her sod ! 
The world he loved, and made 
For love ; and oft have we obeyed 
His frequent mission with delighted pinions : 

Adoring him in his least works displayed ; 
Watching this youngest star of his dominions ; 
And, as the latest birth of his great word, 
Eager to keep it worthy of our Lord. 
Why is thy brow severe ? 
And wherefore speak'st thou of destruction near ? 
Raph. Had Scuniasa and Azaziel been 
In their true place, with the angelic choir, 
Written in fire ' 

They would have seen 
Jehovah's late decree. 
And not inquired their Maker's breath of me : 
But ignorance must ever be 
A part of sin ; 
And even the spirits' knowledge shall grow less 

As they wax proud within ; 
For Blindness is the first-bom of Excess. 

When all good angels left the world, ye stayed, 
Stung with strange passions, and debased 
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By mortal feelings for a mortal maid : 
But je are pardoned thus far, and replaced 
With jour pure equals. Hence ! away I away I 

Or stay, 
And lose eternity by that delay 
Aza. And thou I if earth be thus forbidden 
In the decree 
To us until this moment hidden. 
Dost thou not err as we 
In being here ? 
Raph. I came to call ye back to your fit sphere, 
In the great name and at the word of Grod. 
Dear, dearest in themselves, and scarce less 
dear 
That which I came to do : till now we trod 
Together the eternal space ; together 

Let us still walk the stars. True, earth must die I 
Her race, returned into her womb, must wither. 
And much which she inherits : but oh ! why 
Cannot this earth be made, or be destroyed. 
Without involving ever some vast void 
In the immortal ranks ? immortal still 

In their immeasurable forfeiture. 
Our brother Satan fell ; his burning will 
Rather than longer worship dared endure I 
But ye who still are pure ! 
Seraphs ! less mighty than that mightiest one, 

Think how he was undone ! 
And think if tempting man can compensate 
For heaven desired too late ? 
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Long have I warred. 
Long must I war 
With him who deemed it hard 
To be created, and to acknowledge him 
Who midst the cherubim 
Made him as suns to a dependent star, 
Leaving the archangels at his right hand dim. 

I loyed him — beautiful he was : oh heaven ! 
Save his who made, what beauty and what power 
Was ever like to Satan's ! Would the hour 
Li which he fell could ever be forgiven I 
The wish is impious : but, oh ye I 
Yet undestroyed, be warned! Eternity 

With him, or with his Gk)d, is in your choice : 
He hath not tempted you ; he cannot tempt 
The angels, from his further snares exempt: 

But man hath listened to his voice. 
And ye to woman's — beautiful she is, 
The serpent's voice less subtle than her kiss. 
The snake but vanquished dust ; but she will draw 
A second host from heaven, to break heaven's law. 
Yet, yet, oh fly I 
Ye cannot die ; 
But they 
Shall pass away, 
While ye shall fill with shrieks the upper sky 

F(^ perishable clay, 
Whose memory in your immortality 

Shall long outlast the sun which gave them day. 
Think how your essence difiereth from theirs 
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In all but suffering ! whj partake 

The agony to which they must be heirs — 

Bom to be ploughed with years, and sown with cares. 

And reaped by Death, lord of the human soil ? 

Even had their days been left t<» toil their path 

Through time to dust, unshorr<ned by God's wrath, 

Still they are Evil's prey and Sorrow's spoiL 

Aho, Let them fly 1 

I hear the voice which says that all must die 
Sooner than our white-bearded patriarchs died ; 

And that on high 
An ocean is prepared, 
While from below 
The deep shall rise to meet heaven's overflow. 

Few shall be spared, 
It seems ; and, of that few, the race of Cain 
Must lift their eyes to Adam's Grod in vain. 
Sister I since it is so, 
And the eternal Lord 
In vain would be implored 
For the remission of one hour of woe, 
Let us resign even what we have adored. 
And meet the wave, as we would meet the sword. 

If not unmoved, yet undismayed, 
And wailing less for us than those who shall 
Survive in mortal or immortal thrall. 

And, when the fatal waters are allayed. 
Weep for the myriads who can weep no more. 
Fly, seraphs I to your own eternal shore, 
Where winds nor howl nor waters roar. 
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Our portion is to die, 
And yours to live for ever : 
But which is best, a dead eternity, 
Or living, is but known to the great Giver. 
Obey him, as we shall obey ; 
I would not keep this life of mine in day 
An hour beyond his will ; 
Nor see ye lose a portion of his grace. 
For all the mercy which Seth's race 
Fmd stiU. 
Fly! 
And as your pinions bear ye back to heaven. 
Think that my love still mounts with thee on high, 

Samiasa ! 
And if I look up with a tearless eye, 

'Tis that an angel's bride disdains to weep, — 
Farewell ! Now rise, inexorable deep I 
Anah. And must we die ? 

And must I lose thee too, 

Azaziel ? 
Oh, my heart I my heart I 

Thy prophecies were true ! 
And yet thou wert so happy too ! 
The blow, though not unlooked for, falls as new : 
But yet depart I 
Ah! why? 
Yet let me not retain thee — fly ! 
My pangs can be but brief; but thine would be 
Eternal, if repulsed from heaven for me. 
Too much already hast thou deigned 
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To one of Adam's race I 
Our doom is sorrow : not to us alone. 
But to the spirits who have not disdained 
To love US, cometh anguish with disgrace. 
The first who taught us knowledge hath been hurled 

From his once archangelic throne 

Into some unknown world : 
And thou, Azaziel I No — 
Thou shalt not suffer woe 
For me. Away I nor weep I 

Thou canst not weep ; but jet 

May'st suffer more, not weeping : then forget 
Her, whom the surges of the aU-strangling deep 

Can bring no pang like this. FI7 ! ^j I 
Being gone, 'twill be less difficult to die. 

Japh. Oh say not so ! 

Father ! and thou, archangel, thou I 

Surely celestial mercy lurks below 
That pure severe serenity of brow : 

Let them not meet this sea without a shore, 
Save in our ark, or let me be no more ! 

Noah. Peace, child of passion, peace I 
If not within thy heart, yet with thy tongue 

Do God no wrong ! 
Live as he wills it — die, when he ordains, 
A righteous death, unlike the seed of Cain's. 

Cease, or be sorrowful in silence ; cease 
To weary Heaven's ear with thy selfish plaint 

Wouldst thou have God commit a sin for thee ? 
Such would it be 
To alter his intent 
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For a mere mortal sorrow. Be a man ! 

And bear what Adam's race must bear, and can« 

Japlu Ay, father I but when they are gone, 

And we are all alone, 
Floating upon the azure desert, and 
The depth beneath us hides our own dear land, 

And dearer, silent friends and brethren, aU 

Buried in its immeasurable breast, 
Who, who, our tears, our shrieks, shall then command ? 

Can we in desolation's peace have rest ? 
Oh Grod ! be thou a God, and spare 
Yet while 'tis time I 
Benew not Adam's fall : 

Mankind were then but twain, 
But they are numerous now as are the waves 

And the tremendous rain. 
Whose drops shall be less thick than would their 
graves, 

Were graves permitted to the seed of Cain. 

I^oaL Silence, vain boy 1 each word of thine 's a 
crime. 
Angel ! forgive this stripling's fond despair. 

Raph, Seraphs I these mortals speak in passion : 
Ye! 
Who are, or should be, passionless and pure. 
May now return with me* 

Sam, It may not be : 

We have chosen, and will endure. 

Raph, Say'st thou ? 

Aza, He hath said it, and I say, Amen I 
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Rceph. Again! 
Then from this bonri 
Shorn as je are of all celestial power, 
And aliens from your Grod, 

Farewell! 

Japh* Alas I where shall thej dwell ? 

Hark, hark ! Deep sounds, and deeper still, 

Are howliog frx)m the mountain's bosom : 
There 's not a breath of wind upon the hill, 

Yet quivers every leaf, and drops each blossom : 
Earth groans as if beneath a heavy load. 

Noah, Hark, hark ! the sea-birds cry ! 

In clouds they overspread the lurid sky. 
And hover round the mountain, where before 

Never a white wing, wetted by the wave. 
Yet dared to soar. 

Even when the waters waxed too fierce to brave* 
Soon it shall be their only shore. 
And then, no more I 

JapJu The sun ! the sun ! 

He riseth, but his better light is gone ; 

And a black circle, bound 

His glaring disk around. 
Proclaims earth's last of summer days hath shone I 

The clouds return into the hues of night, 
Save where their brazen-colored edges streak 
The verge where brighter moms were wont to break. 

Noah. And lo I yon flash of light, 
The distant thunder's harbinger, appears ! 
It cometh I hence, away ! 
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Leave to the elements their evil prey I 
Hence to where our all-hallowed ark uprears 

Its safe and wreckless sides I 
Ja'ph. Oh, father, stay ! 
Leave not my Anah to the swallowing tides I 
Noah, Must we not leave all life to such? Begone! 
Japh. Not L 

Noah, Then die 

With them ! 
How darest thou look on that prophetic sky, 
And seek to save what all things now condemn, 
Li overwhelming unison 

With just Jehovah's wrath ! 
Japh, Canrageand justice join in the same path? 
Noah, Blasphemer! darest thou murmur even 

now? 
Raph, Patriarch, be still a father ! smoothe thy 

brow: 
Thy son, despite his folly, shall not sink : 
He knows not what he says, yet shall not drink 

With sobs the salt foam of the swelling waters ; 
But be, when passion passeth, good as thou, 

Nor perish like heaven's children with man's 
daughters. [unite 

Aho, The tempest cometh; heaven and earth 
For the annihilation of all life. 
Unequal is the strife 
Between our strength and the Eternal Might ! 
Sam, But ours is with thee ; we will bear ye far 
To some untroubled star. 
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Where thou and Anah shalt partake our lot : 

And if thou dost not weep for thy lost earth 
Our forfeit heaven shall also be forgot 

Anah, Oh ! my dear father's tents, my place of 
birth. 
And mountains, land, and woods I when ye are not. 
Who shall dry up my tears ! 

Aza. Thy spirit-lord. 

Fear not ; though we are shut from heaven. 
Yet much is ours, whence we cannot be driven. 

Eaph. Bebel! thy words are wicked, as thy 
deeds 
Shall henceforth be but weak : the flaming sword. 
Which chased the first-bom out of Paradise, 
Still fashes in the angelic hands. 

Aza. It cannot slay us : threaten dust with death, 
And talk of weapons unto that which bleeds. 
What are thy swords in our immortal eyes ? 

^aph. The moment cometh to approve thy 
strength ; 
And learn at length 
How vain to war with what thy Grod commands : 
Thy former force was in thy faith. 



Mtter Mortals^ flying for refuge. 

Chorus of MortdU. 

The heavens and earth are mingling — Grod I oh Grod I 
What have we done ? Yet spare ! 
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Hark ! even the forest beasts howl forth their prayer ! 

The dragon crawls from out his den, 

To herd, in terror, innocent with men ; 
And the birds scream their agony through air. 
Yet, yet, Jehovah ! jet withdraw thy rod 
Of wrath, and pity thine own world's despair I 
Hear not man only but all nature plead I 

Rapfu Farewell, thou earth I ye wretched sons 
of day, 
I cannot, must not, aid you. 'T is decreed ! 

\Eadt Raphael. 

Japh, Some clouds sweep on as vultures for their 
prey. 
While others, fixed as rocks, await the word 
At which their wrathful vials shall be poured. 
No azure more shall robe the firmament. 
Nor spangled stars be glorious : Death hath risen : 
In the sun's place a pale and ghastly glare 
Hath wound itself around the dying air.* 

Aza. Come, Anahl quit this chaos-founded prison. 
To which the elements again repair. 
To turn it into what it was : beneath 
The shelter of these wings thou shalt be safe, 
As was the eagle's nestling once within 

* [In his description of the deluge, wMch is % varied and 
recnrring masterpiece, — (we hear it foretold, and we see it 
come,) — Lord Byron appears to ns to have had an eye to Pons- 
sin^s celebrated pictnre, with the sky hanging like a weight of 
lead npon the waters, the snn quenched and lurid, the rocks and 
trees npon them gloomily watching their fate, and a few figures 
struggling vainly with the overwhelming waves. — Jxffbxt.] 



SCENE m. HEAVEN AND EARTH. 49 

Its mother's. — Let the coming chaos chafe 

With all its elements ! Heed not their din ! 

A brighter world than this, where thou shalt breathe 

Ethereal life, will we explore : 

These darkened clouds are not the only skies. 

[AzAZiEL and Samiasa^^ of, and disappear 
with Anah and Aholibamah. 
Japh. Thej are gone ! They have disappeared 
amidst the roar 
Of the forsaken world ; and never more, 
Whether they live, or die with all earth's life, 
Now near its last, can aught restore 
Anah unto these eyes.* 

Chorus of Mortals. 

Oh son of Noah ! mercy on thy kind ! 

What ! wilt thou leave us all — all — dU behind ? 

While safe amidst the elemental strife, 

Thou sitt'st within thy guarded ark ? 

A Mother {offering her infant to Japhet). Oh let 
this child embark ! 
I brought him forth in woe. 

But thought it joy 
To see him to my bosom clinging so. 
Why was he bom ? 
What hath he done — 
My unweaned son — 
To move Jehovah's wrath or scorn ? 
What is there in this milk of mine, that death 

* [The despair of the mortal lovers for the loss of their mortal 
mistresses is well and pathetically expressed. — Jkftret.] 

VOL. vni. 4 
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Should stir all heayen and earth up to destroy 

My boy, 
And roll the waters o'er his placid breath ? 
Save him, thou seed of Seth I 
Or cursed be — with him who made 
Thee and thy race, for which we are betrayed ! 
Ja'ph. Peace! 'tis no hour for curses, but for 
prayer. 

Chorus of Mortals. 

For prayer!!! 
And where 
Shall prayer ascend, 
When the swoln clouds unto the mountains bend 

And burst, 
And gushing oceans every barrier rend. 
Until the very deserts know no thirst ? 

Accursed 
Be he who made thee and thy sire ! 
We deem our curses vain ; we must expire ; 

But as we know the worst, 
Why should our hynm be raised, our knees be bent 
Before the implacable Omnipotent, 
Since we must fall the same ? 
If he hath made earth, let it be his shame. 

To make a world for torture. — Lo ! they come. 
The Ipathsome waters, in their rage ! 
And with their roar make wholesome nature dumb ! 

The forest's trees (coeval with the hour 
When Paradise upsprung, 
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Ere Eve gave Adam knowledge for her dower, 
Or Adam his first hymn of slavery sung), 

So massy, vast, yet green in their old age, 
Are overtopped, 

Their summer blossoms by the surges lopped. 
Which rise, and rise, and rise. 
Vainly we look up to the lowering skies — 

They meet the seas. 
And shut out Grod from our beseeching eyes. 
Fly, son of Noah, fly I and take thine ease 
In thine alloted ocean-tent ; 
And view, all floating o'er the element, 
The corpses of the world of thy young days : 
Then to Jehovah raise 
Thy song of praise I 
A Mortal. Blessed are the dead 
Who die in the Lord I 
And though the waters be o'er earth outspread. 
Yet, as his word. 
Be the decree adored I 
He gave me life — he taketh but 
The breath which is his own : 
And though these eyes should be for ever shut, 
Nor longer this weak voice before his throne 
Be heard in supplicating tone. 

Still blessed be the Lord, 
For what is past. 
For that which is : 
For all are his, 
From first to last — 
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Time — space — eternity — life — death — 
The vast known and immeasurable unknown. 

He made, and can unmake ; 

And shall I, for a little gasp of breath, 

Blaspheme and groan ? 

No ; let me die, as I have lived, in faith, 

Nor quiver, though the universe may quake ! 

GhoTus of Mortals, 

Where shall we fly ? 
Not to the mountains high ; 
For now their torrents rush, with double roar. 

To meet the ocean, which, advancing still, 
Already grasps each drowning hill. 
Nor leaves an unsearched cave. 

Enter a Woman, 

Woman, Oh, save me, save I 
Our valley is no more : 

My father and my father's tent. 
My brethren and my brethren's herds. 

The pleasant trees that o'er our noonday bent 
And sent forth evening songs from sweetest birds. 
The little rivulet which freshened all 
Our pastures green. 
No more are to be seen. 
When to the mountain cliff I climbed this mom, 

I turned to bless the spot, 
And not a leaf appeared about to fall ; — 

And now they are not ! — 
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Why was I bom ? 

Japh. To die I in youth to die ; 

And happier in that doom, 
Than to behold the universal tomb 

Which I 
Am thus condemned to weep above in vain. 
Why, when all perish, why must I remain ? * 

* [This poem, or rather first part of a poem, for so it is stated 
to be, carries with it the peculiar impress of the writer's genins. 
It displays great vigor, and even a severity of style, throughout; 
which is another proof, if proof were needed, that elevation of 
writing is to be obtained only by a rigid regard to simplicity. 
It may be perused without shocking the feelings of the sensitive, 
or furnishing an object for the discriminating morality of the 
Lord GhanceUor. Lord Byron has evidently endeavored to sus- 
tain the interest of this poem, by depicting natural, but deep 
drawn thoughts, in all their freshness and intensity, with as lit- 
tle fictitious aid as possible. Nothing is circumlocutory : there 
is no going about and about to enter at length upon his object, 
but he impetuously rushes into it at once. All over the poem 
there is a gloom cast suitable to the subject: an ominous fear- 
ful hue, like that which Poussin has fiung over his inimitable 
picture of the Deluge. We see much evil, but we dread more. 
All is out of earthly keeping, as the events of the time are out 
of the course of nature. Man's wickedness, the perturbed crea- 
tion, fear-struck mortals, demons passing to and fro in the 
earth, an overshadowing solenmity, and unearthly loves, form 
together the materials. That it has faults is obvious : prosaic 
passages, and too much tedious soliloquizing: but there is the 
vigor and force of Byron to fiing into the scale against these : 
there is much of the sublime in description, and the beautiful 
in poetry. Prejudice, or ignorance, or both, may condemn it; 
but, while true poetical feeling exists amongst us, it will be pro- 
nounced not unworthy of its distinguished author. — Camp- 

BSLL. 

It appears that this is but the first part of a poem; but it is 
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[ The waters rise : Men fly in every direction ; 
many are overtaken by the waves ; the Chorus 
of Mortals disperses in search of safety up the 
mountains : Japhet remains upon a rock, while 
the Ark floats towards him in the distance. 

likewise a poem, and a fine one too, within itself. We confess 
that we see little or nothing objectionable in it, either as to the- 
ological orthodoxy, or general human feeling. It is solemn, 
lofty, fearftil, wild, tumultuous, and shadowed all over with the 
darkness of a dreadful disaster. Of the angels who love the 
daughters of men we see little, and know less — and not too 
much of the love and passion of the fair lost mortals. The in- 
consolable despair preceding and accompanying an incompre- 
hensible catastrophe pervEides the whole composition; and its 
expression is made sublime by the noble strain of poetry in 
which it is said or sung. Sometimes there is heaviness — dul- 
ness — as if it were pressed in on purpose ; intended, perhaps, 
to denote the occasional stupefaction, drowsiness, and torpidity 
of soul produced by the impending destruction upon the latest 
of the Antediluvians. But, on the whole, it is not unworthy of 
Lord Byron. — Wilson. 

Lord Bjrron's " Mystery," with whatever crudeness and de- 
fects it is chargeable, certainly has more poetry and music in it 
than any of his dramatic writings since " Manfred; " and has 
also the peculiar merit of throwing us back, in a great degree, 
to the strange and preternatural time of which it professes to 
treat. It is truly, and in every sense of the word, a meeting of 
^ heaven and earth ; " angels are seen ascending and descending, 
and the windows of the sky are opened to deluge the face of 
nature. We have an impassioned picture of the strong and de- 
voted attachment inspired into the daughters of men by angel 
forms, and have placed before us the emphatic picture of 
" woman wailing for her demon lover." There is a like conflict 
of the passions as of the elements — all wild, chaotic, uncontrol- 
lable, fatal; but there is a discordant harmony in all this — a 
keeping in the coloring and the time. In handling the unpol* 
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islied page, we look upon the world- before the flood, and gaze 
upon a doubtfdl blank, with only a few straggling flgnres, part 
human and part divine; while, in the expression of the former, 
we read the fimcies, ethereal and lawless, that lifted the eye of 
beauty to the skies, and, in the latter, the human passions thmt 
«<drew angels down to earth." — Jbffbkt.] 



THE DEFORMED TRANSFORMED ; 



A DBAMA. 

(6T) 



AUTHOR'S PREFACE. 



This production is founded partly on the story 
of a novel called "The Three Brothers,"* published 
many years ago, from which M. G. Lewis's "Wood 
Demon " was also taken — and partly on the 
"Faust" of the great Gk)ethe. The present pub- 
lication contains the two first Farts only, and the 
opening chorus of the third. The rest may perhaps 
appear hereafter. 

* [The " Three Brothers *' is a romance, published in 1808, 
the work of a Joshua Pickersgill, junior.] 

(69) 



INTRODUCTION 

TO THB DEFORMED TRANSFOBMED. 



This drama was begun at Pisa in 1821, but was 
not published till January, 1824. Mr. Medwin says : 
— "On my calling on Lord Byron one morning, 
he produced the * Deformed Transformed.' Hand- 
ing it to Shelley, as he was in the habit of doing 
his daily compositions, he said — 'Shelley, I have 
been writing a Faustish kind of drama: tell me 
what you think of it' After reading it attentively, 
Shelley returned it. * Well,' said Lord B. * how 
do you like it? ' * Least,' replied he, * of any thing 
I ever saw of yours. It is a bad imitation of 
* Faust,' and besides, there are two entire lines of 
Southey's in it' Lord Byron changed color im- 
mediately, and asked hastily, * what lines ? ' Shelley 
repeated, 

* And water shall see thee, 
And fear thee, and flee thee.* 

(61) 
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They are in the * Curse of Kehama.' His Lord- 
ship instantly threw the poem into the fire. He 
seemed to feel no chagrin at seeing it consume — 
at least his countenance betrayed none, and his 
conversation became more gay and lively than 
usual. Whether it was hatred of Southey, or 
respect for SheUe/s opinion, which made him 
commit the act that I considered a sort of suicide, 
was always doubtful to me. I was never more 
surprised than to see, two years afterwards, *The 
Deformed Transformed' announced (supposing it 
to have perished at Pisa) ; but it seems that he 
must have had another copy of the manuscript, 
or that he had rewritten it perhaps, without chang- 
ing a word, except omitting the Kehama lines. 
His memory was remarkably retentive of his own 
writings. I believe he could have quoted almost 
every line he ever wrote." 

Mrs. Shelley says : — " This had long been a 
favorite subject with Lord Byron. I think that 
he mentioned it also in Switzerland. I copied it — 
he sending a portion of it at a time, as it was fin- 
ished, to me. At this time he had a great horror 
of its being said that he plagiarized, or that he 
studied for ideas, and wrote with difficulty. Thus, 
he gave Shelley Aiken's edition of the British 
Poets, that it might not be found in his house by 
some English lounger, and reported home: thus, 
too, he always dated when he began and when he 
ended a poem, to prove hereafter how quickly it 
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was done. I do not think that he altered a line in 
this drama after he had once written it down. He 
composed and corrected in his mind. I do not know 
how he meant to finish it ; but he said himself that 
the whole conduct of the story was already con- 
ceived. It was at this time that a brutal para- 
graph alluding to his lameness appeared, which he 
repeated to me; lest I should hear it first from 
some one else. No action of Lord Byron's life — 
scarce a line he has written— but was infiuenced 
by his personal defect" 



DRAMATIS PERSON-^ 



Stranger, aftenoards C^bar. 

Arnold. 

Bourbon. 

Philibert. 

Cellini. 

Bertha. 
Olimpia. 



Spirits, Soldiers, Citizens of Rome, Priests, Peasants ^ etc 

(64) 
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PART I. 

SCENE L 

A Forest. 

Enter Arnold and his mother Bebtha. 

Bert. Out, hunchback I 

Am. I was bom so, mother 1 * 

Bert. Out, 

Thou incubus ! Thou nightmare I Of seven sons, 
The sole abortion I 

Am. Would that I had been so. 

And never seen the light I 

BerL I would so too I 

But as thou Jiast — hence, hence — and do thy best! 

* [Lord Byron*8 own mother, when in ill hnmor with him, used 
to make the deformity in his foot the subject of taunts and 
reproaches. She would (we quote fh)m a letter written by one 
of her relations in Scotland) pass from passionate caresses to 
the repulsion of actual disgust; then devour him with kisses 
again, and swear his eyes were as beautiful as his father's. — 
QuAB. Ret.] 

VOL. VIIL 6 (^) 
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That back of thine maj bear its burden ; 'tis 
More high, if not so broad as that of others. 

Am. It ^ar« its burden; — but, mj heart! Will it 
Sustain that which jou laj upon it, mother ? 
I love, or, at the least, I loved you : nothing 
Save 70U, in nature, can love aught like me. 
You nursed me — do not kill me ! 

BerL Yes — I nursed thee. 

Because thou wert mj first-bom, and I knew not 
If there would be another unlike thee. 
That monstrous sport of nature. But get hence. 
And gather wood I 

Am. I will : but when I bring it, 

Speak to me kindlj. Though mj brothers are 
So beautiful and lusty, and as fi^ee 
As the free chase they follow, do not spurn me : 
Our milk has been the same. 

JBert, As is the hedgehog's, 

Which sucks at midnight from the wholesome 

Of the young bull, until the milkmaid finds 
The nipple next day sore and udder dry.* 
Call not thy brothers brethren ! Call me not 
Mother ; for if I brought thee forth, it was 
As foolish hens at times hatch vipers, by 
Sitting upon strange eggs. Out, urchin, out I 

[^Exit Bebtha. 

* [This Ib now bdieyed to be a Tnlgar error; the smaUness of 
the animal's month rendering it incapable of the mischief laid 
to its charge.] 
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Am. (sohtsy, Oh mother I She is gone, and I 

Her bidding ; — wearily but willingly [must do 

I would ftilfil it, conld I only hope 

A kind word in return. What shall I do ? 

[Arnold hegins to cut wood: in doing this he 

wounds one of his hands. 
My labor for the day is over now. 
Accursed be this blood that flows so fast ; 
For double curses will be my meed now 
At home — What home ? I have no home, no kin, 
No kind — not made like other creatures^ or 
To share their sports or pleasures. Must I bleed too 
Like them ? Oh that each drop which falls to earth 
Would rise a snake to sting them, as they have stung 
Or that the devil, to whom they liken me, [me I 
Would aid his likeness ! If I must partake 
His form, why not his power ? Is it because 
I have not his will too ? For one kind word 
From her who bore me would still reconcile me 
Even to this hateful aspect Let me wash 
The wound. 

[Arnold goes to a spring, and stoops to wash 

his hand: he starts back. 
They are right ; and Nature's mirror shows me, 
What she hath made me. I will not look on it 
Again, and scarce dare think on 't. Hideous wretch 
That I am ! The very waters mock me with 
My horrid shadow — like a demon placed 
Deep in the fountain to scare back the cattle 
From drinking therein. [^ffe pauses. 
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And sbaJl I live on, 
A burden to the earth, myself, and shame 
Unto what brought me into life ! Thou blood, 
Which flowest so freely from a scratch, let me 
Try if thou wilt not in a fuller stream 
Pour forth my woes for ever with thyself 
On earth, to which I will restore at once 
This hateful compound of her atoms, and 
Resolve back to her elements, and take 
The shape of any reptile save myself, 
And make a world for myriads of new worms ! 
This knife ! now let me prove if it will sever 
This withered slip of nature's nightshade — my 
Vile form — from the creation, as it hath 
The green bough from the forest. 

[Abnold places the knife in the ground, with 

the point upwards. 

Now 't is set. 
And I can fall upon it Yet one glance 
On the fair day, which sees no foul thing like 
Myself, and the sweet sun which warmed me, but 
In vain. The birds — how joyously they sing I 
So let them, for 1 would not be lamented : 
But let their merriest notes be Arnold's knell ; 
The fallen leaves my monument ; the murmur 
Of the near fountain my sole elegy. 
Now, knife, stand firmly, as I fain would fall ! 

\_As he rushes to throw himself upon the knife, his 

eye is suddenly caught by the fountain, which 

seems in motion. 
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The fountain moves without a wind : but shall 
The ripple of a spring change my resolve ? 
No. Yet it moves again ! The waters stir, 
Not as with air, but by some subterrane 
And rocking power of the internal world. 
What's here ? A mist I No more ? — 

[-4 chud comes from the fountain. He stands 
gazing upon it; it is dispelled^ and a taU 
Mack man comes towards him. 

Am. What would you ? Speak I 

Spirit or man ? 

Stran, As man is both, why not 

Say both in one ? 

Am. Your form is man's, and yet 

You may be deviL 

Stran. So many men are that 

Which is so called or thought, that you may add 

me 
To which you please, without much wrong to either 
But come : you wish to kill yourself; — pursue 
Your purpose. 

Am. You have interrupted me. 

Stran. What is that resolution which can e'er 
Be interrupted ? K I be the devil 
You deem, a single moment would have made you 
Mine, and for ever, by your suicide ; 
And yet my coming saves you. 

Am. I said not 

You were the demon, but that your approach 
Was like one. 
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Stran, Unless you keep company 

With him (and you seem scarce used to such high 
Society) you can't tell how he approaches ; 
And for his aspect, look upon the fountain, 
And then on me, and judge which of us twain 
Looks likest what the boors believe to be 
Their cloven-footed terror. 

Am. Do you — dare you 

To taunt me with my bom deformity ? 

Stran, Were I to taunt a buffalo with this 
Cloven foot of thine, or the swift dromedary 
With thy sublime of humps, the animals 
Would revel in the compliment. And yet 
Both beings are more swift, more strong, more 

mighty 
In action and endurance than thyself. 
And all the fierce and fair of the same kind 
With thee. Thy form is natural : 't was only 
Nature's mistaken largess to bestow 
The gifts which are of others upon man. 

Arn. Give me the strength then of the buffalo's 
foot. 
When he spurs high the dust, beholding his 
Near enemy ; or let me have the long 
And patient swiftness of the desert-ship. 
The helmless dromedary I — and I '11 bear 
Thy fiendish sarcasm with a saintly patience. 

Stran. I will. 

Am. {with surprise). Thou canst ? 

Stran. Perhaps. Would you aught else ? 
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Am, Thou mockest me. 

Stran, Not I. Why should I mock 

What ail are mocking ? That 's poor sport, methinks. 
To talk to thee in human language (for 
Thou canst not yet speak mine), the forester 
Hunts not the wretched coney, but the boar 
Or wolf, or lion, leaving paltry game 
To petty burghers, who leave once a year 
Their walls, to fill their household caldrons with 
Such scullion prey. The meanest gibe at thee, — 
Now /can mock the mightiest. 

Am. Then waste not 

Thy time on me : I seek thee not 

Stran, Your thoughts 

Are not far from me. Do not send me back : 
I am not so easily recalled to do 
Good service. 

Am, What wilt thou do for me ? 

Stran, Change 

Shapes with you, if you will, since yours so irks you ; 
Or form you to your wish in any shape. 

Am, Oh I then you are indeed the demon, for 
Nought else would wittingly wear mine. 

Stran, I 'U show thee 

The brightest which the world e'er bore, and give 

thee 
Thy choice. 

Aril. On what condition ? 

Stran, There's a question I 

An hour ago you would have given your soul 
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To look like other men, and now you pause 
To wear the form of heroes. 

Am* ' No ; I will not. 

I must not compromise mj soul. 

Stran, What soul, 

Worth naming so, would dwell in such a carcass ? 
Am, 'Tis an aspiring one, whate'er the tene- 
ment 
In which it is mislodged. But name jour compact : 
Must it be signed in blood ? 

Stran, Not in jour own. 

Am, Whose blood then ? 

Stran, We will talk of that hereafter. 

But I 'U be moderate with you, for I see 
Great things within you. You shall have no bond 
But your own will, no contract save your deeds. 
Are you content ? 
Am, I take thee at thy word. 

Stran, Now then I — 

[^The Stranger approaches the fountain, and 
turns to Arnold. 

A little of your blood. 
Am, For what ? 

Stran, To mingle with the magic of the waters, 
And make the charm effective. 

Am, (holding out his wounded arm). Take it all. 
Stran, Not now. A few drops will suffice for this. 
[^ITie Stranger takes some (j/* Aritold's Mood in 
his hand, and casts it into the fountain, 
Stran, Shadows of beauty I 
Shadows of power ! 
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Rise to jour duty — 

This is the hour ! 
Walk lovely and pliant 

From the depth of this fountain^ 
As the cloud-shapen giant 

Bestrides the Hartz Mountain.* 
Come as ye were, 

That our eyes may behold 
The model in air 

Of the form I will mould. 
Bright as the Iris 

When ether is spanned; — 
Such his desire is, [Pointing to Abnold. 

Such my command I 
Demons heroic — 

Demons who wore 
The form of the stoic 

Or sophist of yore — 
Or the shape of each victor. 

From Macedon's boy 
To each high Roman's picture, 

Who breathed to destroy — 
Shadows of beauty I 

Shadows of power I 

* This is a well-known German superstition — a gigantic shad- 
ow produced by reflection on the Brocken. [The Brocken is the 
name of the loftiest of the Hartz mountains, in the kingdom of 
Hanover. From the earliest periods of authentic history, the 
Brocken has been the seat of the marvellous. The spectres are 
merely shadows of the observer projected on dense vapor or thin 
fleecy clouds which have the power of reflecting much light] 
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Up to your duty — 
This is the hou): I 
[ Various Phantoms arise from the watef's, and pass 
in sicceession htfore the Stranger iind Arnold. 
Am. What do I see ? 

Stran. Tlie black-eyed Roman, with 

The eagle's beak between those eyes which ne'er 
Beheld a conqueror^ or looked along 
The land he made not Rome's, while Rolne became 
His, and all theirs who heired his Very name. 
Am. The phantom 's bald ; iny quest is beauty. 
Could I 
Inherit but his fame with his defecits I 

Stran. His brow Was girt with laurels more than 
hairs. 
You see his aspect — dioose it^ or r^(it. 
I can but promise you his iottA ; his fam'd 
Must be long sought aad fought foiv' 

Am. I wiU fight too, 

But not as a mock Cegsai** Let him pass ; 
His aspect mc^ be fair, but suits m<B not. 

Stran. Then you are far more difficult to please 
Than Cato's sister, or than Brutus' mothiet, 
Or Cleopatra at sixteen ^•^ an age 
When love is not less in the eye than heart 
But be it so I Shadow, pass on I 

\^The phantom i^ JuUus Oa^ar disappears. 
Am. And can it 

Be, that the man who shook the earth is gone, 
And iefl no footstep ? 
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Stran. There you err. His substance 

Left graves enou^, and woes enough, and fame 
More than enough to trad^ his memory ; 
But for his shadow, 'tis no more than yours, 
Except a little longer and less crooked 
r the sun. Behold another ! 

[A second phantom passes* 

Am. Who is he ? 

Stran. He was the fairest and the bravest of 
Athenians. Look upon him well. 

Am. He is 

More lovely than the last How beautiful !* 

* [" Upon the whole, it may be doobted whether there be a 
name of antiqnity which oomes down with snch a general charm 
as that of Alcibiades. Why? I cannot answer. Who can? ** f 
— Byron' i Diary.] 

t One cannot help being straok with Lord BjTOn>f dioice of a &Torite 
among the heroie names of antiquity. The man who was educated by 
Pericles, and who commanded the admiration as well as the affection of 
Bocratee ; whose gallantry and boldness were always as undisputed as 
the pre-eminent graces of his person and manners ; who died ac forty' 
Jive^ atter having been suooessiTely the delight and hero of Athens, of 
Sparta, of Persia ; — this most rersatile of great men has certainly left 
to the world a Tery splendid reputation. But his fame is stained with 
the recollections of a most profligate and debauched course of private 
life, and of the most complete and flagrant contempt of public principle ; 
and it is to be hoped that there are not many men who could gravely 
give to the name of Alcibiades a preference, on the whole, over such an 
one as that of an Epaminondas or a Leonidas, or even of a Miltiades or 
a Hannibal. But the career of AlcibiadM was ronumtie : every great 
event in which he had a share has the air of a personal adventure ; and, 
whatever might be said of his want of principle, moral and political, 
nobody ever doubted the greatness of his powers and the brilliancy of 
his accomplislmients. By the gift of nature, the handsomest creature 
of his time, and Ihe possessor of a very extraordinary genius, he was, 



76 THIL DEFOBMED TBANSFOBMED, PART I, 

Stran, Such was the curled son of Clinias; — 
wouldst thou 
Invest thee with his form ? 

Am. Would that I had 

Been bom with it I But since I may choose further, 
I will look further. 

[^ITie shade of Alcibiades disappears. 

Stran. Lo I behold again I 

Am. What ! that low, swarthy, short-nosed, round- 
eyed satyr, 
With the wide nostrils and Silenus' aspect, 
The splay feet and low stature I * I had better 
Remain that which I am. 

Stran. And yet he was 

The earth's perfection of all mental beauty. 
And personification of all virtue. 
But you reject him ? 

Am. If his form could bring me 

That which redeemed it — no. 

* [^^ The ontside of Socrates was that of a satyr and buffoon, 
bnt his sonl was all yirtne, and from withm him came snoh 
diyine and pathetic things, as pierced the heart, and drew tears 
from the hearers.*' — Plato.] 

by accidents or by fits, a soldier, — a hero, — an orator, -r- and eyen, it 
Bhonld seem, a philosopher ; bat he played these parts only because he 
wished it to be thought that there was no part which he could not play. 
He thought of nothing but himself. SOS Tanity entirely commanded 
the direction of his genius, and could eyen make him abandon occasion- 
ally his Toluptuousness for the yery opposite extreme ; which last cir- 
cumstance, by the way, was probably one of those that had hit Lord 
Byron's &noy — as indeed it may be suspected to haye influenced his 
behayior. — Looxhabt. 
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Siran. I have no power 

To promise that ; but jou maj try, and find it 
Easier in such a form, or in your own. 

Am. No. I was not bom for philosophy, 
Though I hare that about me which has need on't 
Let him fleet on. 

Stran. Be air, thou hemlock-drinker I 

[ The shadow of Socrates disappears : another rises. 

Am, What 'shore? whose broad brow and whose 
curly beard 
And manly aspect look like Hercules, 
Save that his jocund eye hath more of Bacchus 
Than the sad purger of the infernal world, 
Leaning dejected on his club of conquest^ 
As if he knew the worthlessness of those 
For whom he had fought. 

Stran. It was the man who lost 

The ancient world for love. 

^771. I cannot blame him. 

Since I have risked my soul because I find not 
That which he exchanged the earth for. 

Stran. Since so far 

You seem congenial, will you wear his features ? 

Am. No. As you leave me choice, I am difficulty 
If but to see the heroes I should ne'er 
Have seen else on this side of the dim shore 
Whence they float back before us. 

&ran. Hence, triumvir I 

Thy Cleopatra's waiting. 

l^The shade of Antony disappears: another rises. 
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Amn Who is this ? 

Who truly looketh like a demigod, 
Blooming and bright, with golden hair, and statore, 
If not more high than mortal, yet immortal 
In all that nameless bearing of his limbs. 
Which he wears as the sun his rays — a something 
Which shines from him, and yet is but the flashing 
Emanation of a thing more glorious still. 
Was he e^er human only f * 

Stran. -Let the earth speak, 

If there be atoms of him left, or even 
Of the more solid gold that formed his urn. 

Am, Who was this glory of mankind ? 

Stran. The shame 

Of Greece in peace, her thunderbolt in war — 
Demetrius the Macedonian, and 
Taker of cities. 

Am. Yet one shadow more. 

Stran. (addressing the shadow). Gret thee to 
Lamia's lap I 
[^ITie shade of Demetrius Poliorcetes vanishes: 
another rises. 

Ill fit you still, 
Fear not, my hunchback : if the shadows of 
That which existed please not your nice taste, 

* [The beauty and mien of Demetrins Polioroetes were so 
inimitable, that no statuary or painter could hit o£f a likeness. 
His countenance had a mixture of grace and dignity, and was at 
once amiable and awful, and the unsubdued and eager air of 
youth was blended with the majesty of the hero and the king. 

PLDTABCH.] 
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111 animate the ideal marble, tiU 

Your soul be reconciled to her new garment. 

Am. Content I I will fix here. 

Stran. I must commend 

Tour choice. The godlike son of the sea-goddess. 
The unshorn boj of Peleus, with his locks 
As beautlM and dear as the amber waves 
Of rich Pactolus, rolled o'er sands of gold, 
Softened by intervening crystal, and 
Rippled like flowing waters by the wind. 
All vowed to Sperchius as they were — behold them I 
And him^-^BA he stood by Polixena, 
With sanctioned and with softened love, before 
The altar, gazing on his Trojan bride. 
With some remorse within for Hector slain 
And Priam weeping, mingled with deep passion 
For the sweet downcast virgin, whose young hand 
Trembled in his who slew her brother. So 
He stood i' the temple I I^ook upon him as 
Greece looked her last upon her best, the instant 
Ere Paris' arrow flew. 

Am, I gaze upon him 

As if I were his soul, whose form shall soon 
Envelope mine. 

Stran, You have done well. The greatest 

Deformity should only barter with 
The extremest beauty, if the proverb's true 
Of mortab, that extremes meet 

Am. Come ! Be quick I 

I am impatient 
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Stran. As a youthful beautj 

Before her glass. Tou both see what is not, 
But dream it is what must be. 

Am. Must I wait ? 

Stran. No ; that were a pity. But a word or two : 
His stature is twelve cubits ; would you so far 
Outstep these times, and be a Titan ? Or 
(To talk canonically) wax a son 
Of Anak? 

Am, Why not ? 

Stran. Glorious ambition I 

I love thee most in dwarfs I A mortal of 
Philistine stature would hare gladly pared 
His own Goliath down to a slight David : 
But thou, my manikin, wouldst soar a show 
Bather than hero. Thou shalt be indulged, 
If such be thy desire ; and yet, by being 
A little less removed from present men 
In figure, thou canst sway them more ; for all 
Would rise against thee now, as if to hunt 
A new-found mammoth ; and their cursed engines, 
Their culverins, and so forth, would find way 
T*hrough our friend's armor there, with greater ease 
Than the adulterer's arrow through his heel. 
Which Thetis had forgotten to baptize 
In Styx. 

Am. Then let it be as thou deem'st best. 

t^an. Thou shalt be beauteous as the thing thou 
seest. 
And strong as what it was, and —^ 
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Am. I ask not 

For valor, since deformity is daring. 
It is its essence to o'ertake mankind 
Bj heart and soul, and make itself the equal — 
Ay, the superior of the rest There is 
A spur in its- halt movements, to become 
All that the others cannot, in such things 
As still are free to both, to compensate 
For stepdame Nature's avarice at first 
They woo with fearless deeds the smiles of fortune, 
And oft, like Timour the lame Tartar, win them. 

Stran. Well spoken! And thou doubtless wilt 
remain 
Formed as thou art I may dismiss the mould 
Of shadow, which must turn to flesh, 4o incase 
This daring soul, which could achieve no less 
Without it 

Am. Had no power presented me 

The possibility of change, I would 

Have done the best which spirit may to make 

Its way with all deformity's dull, deadly, 

Discouraging weight upon me, like a mountain, 

In feeling, on my heart as on my shoulders — 

An hateful and unsightly molehill to 

The eyes of happier men. I would have looked 

On beauty in that sex which is the type 

Of all we know or dream of beautiful 

Beyond the world they brighten, with a sigh — 

Not of love, but despair ; nor sought to win. 

Though to a heart all love, what could not love me 

In turn, because of this vile crooked clog, 
VOL. viii. 6 
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Which makes me lonely. Nay, I could have borne 
It all, had not my mother spumed me from her. 
The she-bear licks her cubs into a sort 
Of shape ; — my dam beheld my shape was hopeless. 
Had she exposed me, like the Spartan, ere 
I knew the passionate part of life, I had 
Been a clod of the valley, — happier nothing 
Than what I am. But even thus, the lowest. 
Ugliest, and meanest of mankind, what courage 
And perseverance could have done, perchance 
Had made me something — as it has made heroes 
Of the same mould as mine. You lately saw me 
Master of my own life, and quick to quit it ; 
And he who is so is the master of 
Whatever dreads to die. 

Stran, Decide between 

What you have been, or will be. 

Am, I have done so. 

You have opened brighter prospects to my eyes, 
And sweeter to my heart. As I am now, 
I might be feared, admired, respected, loved 
Of all save those next to me, of whom I 
Would be beloved. As thou showest me 
A choice of forms, I take the one I view. 
Haste! haste! 

Stran. And what shall /wear ? 

Am. Surely he 

Who can command all forms will choose the highest, 
Something superior even to that which was 
Pelides now before us. Perhaps hi$ 
Who slew him, that of Paris: or — still higher — 
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The poet's god, clothed in such limbs as are 
Themselves a poetry. 

Stran. Less will content me ; 

For I, too, love a change. 

Am, Your aspect is 

Dusky, but not tmcomely. 

Stran, If I chose, 

I might be whiter; but I have a penchant 
For black — it is so honest, and besides 
Can neither blush with shame nor pale with fear ; 
But I have worn it long enough of late. 
And now I'll take your figure. 
Am. Mine I 

Stran. Yes. You 

Shall change with Thetis' son, and I with Bertha, 
Your mother's ojQTspring. People have their tastes ; 
You have yours — I mine. 
Am. Despatch I despatch ! 

Stran. Even so. 

\_nie Stranger takes same earth and moulds it 
along the turf, and then addresses thephan' 
torn ofAckiUes. 
Beautiful shadow 

Of Thetis's boy I 
Who sleeps in the meadow 

Whose grass grows o'er Troy : 
From the red earth, like Adam,* 
Thy likeness I shape, 

* Adam means " red eoT^/' from which the first man was 
fonned. 
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Ab the being who made him^ 

Whose actions I ape. 
Thou clay, be all glowing, 

Till the rose in his cheek 
Be as fair as, when blowing, 

It wears its first streak I 
Ye violets, I scatter. 

Now turn into eyes I 
And thou, sunshiny water. 

Of blood take the guise I 
Let these hyacinth boughs 

Be his long flowing hair, 
And wave o'er his brows. 

As thou wavest in air I 
Let his heart be this marble 

I tear from the rock I 
But his voice as the warble 

Of birds on yon oak I 
Let his fiesh be the purest 

Of mould, in which grew 
The lily-root surest, 

And drank the best dew I 
Let his limbs be the lightest 

Which clay can compound, 
And his aspect the brightest 

On earth to be found I 
Elements, near me. 

Be mingled and stirred. 
Know me, and hear me. 

And leap to my word ! 
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Sunbeams, awaken 

This earth's animation I 
'Tis done ! He hath taken 
His stand in creation I 
[Arnold /a/& senseless; kis soul passes into 
the shape of Achilles, which rises from the 
ground; while the phantom has disappeared^ 
part by part, as the figure was formed from 
the earth. 
Am. (in his new form). I love, and I shall be 
beloved I Oh life I 
At last I feel thee ! Glorious spirit I 

Stran. Stop I 

What shall become of jour abandoned garment. 
Your hump, ahd lump, and clod of ugliness. 
Which late you wore, or were ? 

Am. Who cares ? Let wolves 

And vultures take it, if they wilL 

Stran. And if 

They do, and are not scared by it, you'll say 
It must be peace-time, and no better fare 
Abroad i' the fields. 

Am. Let us but leave it there ; 

No matter what becomes on 't. 

Stran. That's ungracious, 

If not ungrateful. Whatsoe'er it be, ^ 
It hath sustained your soul full many a day. 

Am. Ay, as the dunghill may conceal a gem 
Which is now set in gold, as jewels should be. 
Stran. But if I give another form, it must be 
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By fair exchange, not robbery. For they 
Who make men without women's aid have long 
Had patents for the same, and do not love 
Your interlopers. The devil may take men, 
Not make them, — though he reaped the benefit 
Of the original workmanship: — and therefore 
Some one must be found to assume the shape 
You have quitted. 

Am, Who would do so ? 

Stran, That I know not, 

And therefore I must. 

Am. You ! 

Stran, I said it ere 

You inhabited your present dome of beauty. 

Am. True. I forget all things in the new joy 
Of this immortal change. 

Stran. In a few moments 

I will be as you were, and you shall see 
Yourself for ever by you, as your shadow. 

Am. I would be spared this. 

Stran, But it cannot be. 

What ! shrink already, being what you are, 
From seeing what you were ? 

Am. Do as thou wilt 

Stran. (to the late form of Arnold, extended on 
the earth). 
Clay ! not dead, but soul-less I 

Though no man would choose thee. 
An immortal no less 

Deigns not to refuse thee. 
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Claj thou art ; and unto spirit 

All clay is of equal merit. 

Fire I wtthotU which naught can live ; 

Fire ! but in which naught can live, 
Save the fabled salamander, 
Or immortal souls, which wander. 

Praying what doth not forgive, 

Howling for a drop of water, 

Bummg m a quenchless lot : 

Fire ! the only element 

Where nor fish, beast, bird, nor worm, 

Save the worm which dieth not, 
Can preserve a moment's form, 

But must with thyself be blent : 

Fire ! man's safeguard and his slaughter: 

Fire ! Creation's first-bom daughter, 
And Destruction's threatened son, 
When heaven with the world hath done : 

Fire ! assist me to renew 

Life in what lies in my view 
Stiff and cold ! 

His resurrection rests with me and you I 

One little, marshy spark of fiame — 

And he again shall seem the same ; 
But I his spirit's place shall hold ! 

[-4n ignis'faiuus flits through the wood and rests 
on the hrow of the body. The Stranger dis- 
appears : the body rises. 
Am, (in his new form). Oh ! horrible I 
Stran. (in Abnold'« late shape). What ! tremblest 
thou? 
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Am. Not SO — 

I merely shudder. Where is fled the shape 
Thou lately worest ? 

Stran. To the world of shadows. 

But let us thread the present Whither wilt thou ? 

Am, Must thou be my companion ? ' 

Stran, Wherefore not ? 

Your betters keep worse company. 

Am, My betters ! 

Stran, Oh ! you wax proud, I see, of your new 
form: 
I 'm glad of that Ungrateful too I That 's well ; 
You improve apace ; — two changes in an instant, 
And you are old in the world's ways already. 
But bear with me : indeed you '11 find me useful 
Upon your pilgrimage. But come, pronounce 
Where shall we now be errant ? 

Am, Where the world 

Is thickest, that I may behold it in 
Its workings. 

Stran, That 's to say, where there is war 

And woman in activity. Let's see ! 
Spain — Italy — the new Atlantic world — 
Afric, with all its Moors. In very truth. 
There is small choice : the whole race are just now 
Tugging as usual at each other's hearts. 

Am. I have heard great things of Rome. 

Stran. A goodly choice — 

And scarce a better to be found on earth, 
Since Sodom was put out The field is wide too ; 
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For now the Frank, and Hun, and Spanish sdon 
Of the old Vandals, are at play along 
The sunny shores of the world's garden. 

Am. How 

Shall we proceed ? 

Stran. Like gallant^!, on good coursers. 

What ho ! my chargers ! Never yet were better, 
Since Phaeton was upset into the Po. 
Our pages too I 

Enter two Pages^ vntkfowr cociXMack horset. 

Am. A noble sight I 

Stran. And of 

A nobler breed. Match me in Barbary, 
Or your Kochlini race of Araby, 
With these ! 

Am. The mighty steam, which volumes high 
From their proud nostrils, bums the very air ; 
And sparks of flame, like dancing flre-flies, wheel 
Around their manes, as common insects swarm 
Round common steeds towards sunset. 

Stran. Mount, my lord : 

They and I are your servitors. 

Am. And these 

Our dark-eyed pages — what may be their names ? 

Stran. You shall baptize them. 

Am, What ! in holy water ? 

Stran. Why not? The deeper sinner, better 
saint [demons. 

Am. They are beautiful, and cannot, sure, be 
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Stran. True ; the devil's always ugly; and your 
beauty 
Is never diabolical. 

Am. 1 11 call him 

Who bears the golden horn, and wears such 

bright 
And blooming aspect, HiLon ; for he looks 
Like to the lovely boy lost in the forest, 
And never found till now. And for the other 
And darker, and more thoughtful, who smiles not. 
But looks as serious though serene as night, 
He shall be Memnon^ from the Ethiop king 
Whose statue turns a harper once a day. 
And you ? 

Stran. I have ten thousand names, and twice 
As many attributes ; but as I wear 
A human shape, will take a human name. 

Am. More human than the shape (though it was 
mine once) 
I trust. 

Stran. Then call me Caesar. 

Am. Why, that name 

Belongs to empires, and has been but borne 
By the world's lords. 

Stran. And therefore fittest for 

The devil in disguise — since so you deem me. 
Unless you call me pope instead. 

Am. Well, then, 

Caesar thou shalt be. For myself, my name 
Shall be plain Arnold stilL 
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CcBS. We '11 add a title — 

" Count Arnold : " it hath no ungracious sound, 
And will look well upon a billet-doux. 

Am, Or in an order for a battle-field. 

CcBs. (sings). To horse ! to horse ! my coal-black 
steed 
Paws the ground and snujQTs the air I 

There's not a foal of Arab's breed 
More knows whom he must bear ; 

On the hill he will not tire, 

Swifter as it waxes higher; 

In the marsh he will not slacken, 

On the plain be overtaken ; 

In the wave he will not sink, 

Nor pause at the brook's side to drink ; 

In the race he will not pant, 

In the combat he'll not faint ; 

On the stones he will not stumble. 

Time nor toil shall make him humble ; 

In the stall he will not stiffen. 

But be winged as a griffin. 

Only flying with his feet : 

And will not such a voyage be sweet ? 

Merrily ! merrily I never unsound. 

Shall our bonny black horses skim over the 
ground I 

From the Alps to the Caucasus, ride we, or fly I 

For we '11 leave them behind in the glance of an eye. 
[jTAey mount their horses, and disappear. 
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SCENE n. 

A Camp before the Walls of Home. 

Arnold and C^sar. 

C(B8. You are well entered now. 

Am. Ay ; but my path 

Has been o'er carcasses : mine eyes are full 
Of blood. 

C(B8. Then wipe them, and see clearly. Why I 
Thou art a conqueror ; the chosen knight 
And free companion of the gallant Bourbon, 
Late constable of France : and now to be 
Lord of the city which hath been earth's lord 
Under its emperors, and— changing sex, 
Not sceptre, an hermaphrodite of empire — 
Lady of the old world. 

Am, How oldf What ! are there 

I^ew worlds ? 

C(B8. To you. You'll find there are such shortly, 
By its rich harvests, new disease, and gold ; 
From one half of the world named a whole new one, 
Because you know no better than the dull 
And dubious notice of your eyes and ears. 

Am. I'll trust them. 

Gees. Do ! They will deceive you sweetly, 

And that is better than the bitter truth. 

Am. Dog I 
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Ccsi. Man! 

Am. Devil I 

CcBS. Your obedient humble servant. 

Am, Say masUr rather. Thou hast lured me on, 
Through scenes of blood and lust, till I am here. 

CcBS, And where wouldst thou be ? 

Am. Oh, at peace — in peace. 

C<E9. And where is that which is so ? From the 
star 
To the winding worm, all life is motion ; and 
In life commotion is the extremest point 
Of life. The planet wheels till it becomes 
^> . -^'^'^ "^JS^^^mi dwiij w fy ia ft ' m it sweeps . . 

The stars, goes out The poor worm winds its way. 

Living upon the death of other things. 

But still, like them, must live and die, the subject 

Of something which has made it live and die. 

You must obey what all obey, the rule 

Of fixed necessity : against her edict 

Rebellion prospers not 

Am, And when it prospers 

CiBs, 'Tis no rebellion. 

Am. Will it prosper now ? 

C{BS. The Bourbon hath given orders for the 
And by the dawn there will be work. [assault, 

Am., Alas! 

And shall the city yield ? I see the giant 
Abode of the true God, and his true saint, 
Saint Peter, rear its dome and cross into 
That sky whence Christ ascended from the cross, 
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Which his blood made a badge of glory and 

Of joy (as once of torture unto him, 

God and Grod's Son, man's sole and only refuge). 

CcBS. Tis there, and shall be. 

Am. What ? 

Cms. The crucifix 

Above, and many altar shrines below. 
Also some culverins upon the walls, 
And harquebusses, and what not ; besides 
The men who are to kindle them to death 
Of other men. 

Am, And those scarce mortal arches. 

Pile above pile of everlasting wall. 
The theatre where emperors and their subjects 
(Those subjects Romans) stood at gaze upon 
The battles of the monarchs of the wild 
And wood, the lion and his tusky rebels 
Of the then untamed desert, brought to joust 
In the arena (as right well they might, 
When they had left no human foe unconquered) ; 
Made even the forest pay its tribute of 
Life to their amphitheatre, as well 
As Dacia men to die the eternal death 
For a sole instant's pastime, and '' Pass on 
To a new gladiator I " — Must it fall ? 

CcB8. The city, or the amphitheatre ? 
The church, or one, or all ? for you confound 
Both them and me. 

Am, To-morrow sounds the assault 

With the first cock-crow. 
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C(Bs, Which, if it end with 

The evening's first nightingale, will be 
Something new in the annals of great sieges ; 
For men must have their prey after long toil. 

Am, The sun goes down as calmly, and perhaps 
More beautifiillj, than he did on Rome 
On the day Remus leapt her waU. 

Ccsi. I saw him. 

Am. You I 

0(Bi. Yes, sir. You forget I am or was 

Spirit, till I took up with your cast shape 
And a worse name. I'm Ca&sar and a hunch-back 
Now. Well I the first of Csesars was a bald-head, 
And loved his laurels better as a wig 
(So history says) than as a glory.* Thus 
The world runs on, but we'll be merry still. 
I saw your Romulus (simple as I am) 
Slay his own twin, quick-bom of the same womb, 
Because he leapt a ditch ('t was then no wall, 
Whatever it now be) ; and Rome's earliest cement 
Was brother's blood ; and if its native blood 
Be spilt till the choked Tiber be as red 
As e'er 't was yellow, it will never wear 
The deep hue of the ocean and the earth, 

* [Snetonins relates of Jnlins CsBsar, that his baldness gaye 
him mnch uneasiness, having often found himself, upon that 
account) exposed to the ridicule of his enemies ; and that, there- 
fore, of all the honors conferred upon him by the senate and 
people, there was none which he either accepted or used with 
BO much pleasure as the right of wearing constantly a laurel 
orowii.] 
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Which the great robber sons of fratricide 

Have made their never-ceasing scene of slaughter 

For ages. 

Am, But what have these done, their far 
Remote descendants, who have lived in peace, 
The peace of heaven, and in her sunshine of 
Piety ? 

G(B8. And what had they done, whom the old 
Bomans o'erswept ? — Hark ! 

Am. They are soldiers sin^ng 

A reckless roundelay, upon the eve 
Of many deaths, it may be of their own. 

0(B8. And why should they not sing as well as 
swans? 
They are black ones, to be sure. 

Am, So, you are learned, 

I see, too ? 

C(B8, In my grammar, certes. I 
Was educated for a monk of all times, 
And once I was well versed in the forgotten 
Etruscan letters, and — were I so minded — 
Could make their hieroglyphics plainer than 
Your alphabet 

Am, And wherefore do you not ? 

GcBs, It answers better to resolve the alphabet 
Back into hieroglyphics. Like your statesman, 
And prophet, pontiff, doctor, alchymist, 
Philosopher, and what not, they have built 
More Babels, without new dispersion, than 
The stammering young ones of the flood's dull ooze, 
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Who failed and fled each other. Why? why, marry, 
Because no man could understand his neighbor. 
They are wiser now, and will not separate 
For nonsense. Nay, it is their brotherhood. 
Their Shibboleth, their Koran, Talmud, their 
Cabala ; their best brick-wof k, wherewithal 
They build more 

L. (interruptinff Mm). Oh, thou everksting 
sneerer I 
Be silent ! How the soldiers' rough strain seems 
Softened by distance to a hymn-like cadence I 
Listen ! 

C<B8, Yes. I have heard the angels sing. 

Am, And demons howL 

Gees. And man too. Let as listen : 

I love all music 

Song of the Soldiers within. 

The black bands came over 

The Alps and their snow ; 
With Bourbon, the rover, 

They passed the broad Po. 
We have beaten all foemen, 

We have captured a king, 
We have turned back on no men, 

And so let us sing I 
Here 's the Bourbon for ever I 

Though pennyless all. 

We 'U have one more endeavor 

At yonder old walL 
VOL. vm. 7 
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With the Bourhon we 11 gather 

At day-dawn before 
The gates, and together 

Or break or climb o'er 
The wall : on the ladder 

As mounts each firm foot, 
Our shout shall grow gladder. 

And death only be mute. 
With the Bourbon we 'U mount o'er 

The walls of old Rome, 
And who then shall count o'er 

The spoils of each dome ? 
Up 1 up with the lily I 

And down with the keys I 
In old Rome, the seven-hilly, 

We '11 revel at ease. 
Her streets shall be gory. 

Her Tiber all red, 
And her temples so hoary 

Shall clang with our tread. 
Oh, the Bourbon ! the Bourbon I 

The Bourbon for aye ! 
Of our song bear the burden I 

And fire, fire away I 
With Spain for the vanguard, 

Oifr varied host comes ; 
And next to the Spaniard 

Beat Germany's drums ; 
And Italy's lances 

Are couched at their mother ; 
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But our leader from France is, 
Who warred with his brother. 

Oh, the Bourbon ! the Bourbon I 
Sans country or home, 

We 'U follow the Bourbon, 
To plunder old Rome. 

CJiBZ. An indifferent song 

For those within the walls, methinks, to hear. 

Am. Yes, if they keep to their chorus. But here 
The general with his chiefs and men of trust [comes 
A goodly rebel ! 

Effder the Oonstaltle Boubbon * " cum mis/* etc, etc. 

PhiL How now, noble prince, 

You are not cheerful ? 

Bourh. Why should I be so ? 

PhiL Upon the eve of conquest, such as ours, 
Most men would be so. 

Bourh, If I were secure ! 

Phil, Doubt not our soldiers. Were the walls of 
adamant. 
They 'd crack them. Hunger is a sharp artillery. 

Bourh. That they wiU falter is my least of fears. 
That they will be repulsed, with Bourbon for 
Their chief, and all their kindled appetites 
To marshal them on — were those hoary walls 

* [Charles of Bourbon was cousin to Francis I., and Constable 
of France. Being bitterly persecuted by the queen-mother for 
haying declined the honor of her hand, and also by the king, he 
transferred his services to the Emperor Charles V.] 
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Mountains, and those who guard them like the gods 
Of the old fables, I would trust my Titans ; — 
But now ■■ 

PhiL They are but men who war with mortals. 

Bourh. True: but those walls have girded in 
great ages. 
And sent forth mighty spirits. The past earth 
And present phantom of imperious B^ome 
Is peopled with those warriors ; and methinks 
They flit along the eternal city's rampart, 
And stretch their glorious, gory, shadowy hands, 
And beckon me away ! 

Phil. So let them I Wilt thou 

Turn back from shadowy menaces of shadows ? 

Bourh. They do not menace me. I could have 
faced, 
Methinks, a Sylla's menace ; but they clasp. 
And raise, and wring their dim and deathlike 

hands, 
And with their thin aspen faces and fixed eyes 
Fascinate mine. Look there ! 

Phil. I look upon 

A lofty battlement. 

Bourh. And there I 

Phil. Not even 

A guard in sight ; they wisely keep below, 
Sheltered by the gray parapet from some. 
Stray bullet of our lansquenets, who might 
Practise in the cool twilight. 

Bourh. You are blind. 
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Phil. If seeing nothing more than may be seen 
Be so. 

Bourh, A thousand years have manned the walls 
With all their heroes, — the last Cato stands 
And tears his bowels, rather than survive 
The liberty of that I would enslave. 
And the first Caesar with his triumphs flits 
From battlement to battlement 

PhiL Then conquer 

The walls for which he conquered, and be greater I 

Bourh. True : so I will, or perish. 

Phil. You can not. 

In such an enterprise to die is rather 
The dawn of an eternal day, than death. 

[pount Arnold and G^sar advance. 

C<E8. And the mere men — do they too sweat 
beneath 
The noon of this same ever-scorching glory ? 

Bourh. Ah I 

Welcome the bitter hunchback ! and his master, 
The beauty of our host, and brave as beauteous, 
And generous as lovely. We shall find 
Work for you both ere morning. 

Caes. You will find, 

So please your highness, no less for yourself. 

Bourh. And if I do, there will not be a laborer 
More forward, hunchback ! 

C<B8. You may well say bo, 

For you have seen that back — as general. 
Placed in the rear in action — but your foes 
Have never seen it. 
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Bourh. That's a fair retort, 

For I provoked it: — but the Bourbon's breast 
lias been, and ever shall be, far advanced 
In danger's face as yours, were you the deviL 

Oas. And if I were, I might have saved myself 
The toil of coming here. 

FhiL Why so ? 

Cas. One half 

Of your brave bands of their own bold accord 
Will go to him, the other half be sent, 
More swiftly, not less surely. 

Bourh, Arnold, your 

Slight crooked friend 's as snake-like in his words 
As his deeds. 

Cues, Your highness much mistakes me. 

The first snake was a flatterer — I am none ; 
And for my deeds, I only sting when stung. 

Bourh, You are brave, and that's enough for 
me ; and quick 
In speech as sharp in action — and that's more. 
I am not alone a soldier, but the soldiers' 
Comrade. 

Cces, They are but bad company, your highness : 
And worse even for their friends than foes, as being 
More permanent acquaintance. 

PhiL How now, fellow I 

Thou waxest insolent, beyond the privilege 
Of a buffoon. 

G(B8, You mean I speak the truth. 

I '11 lie — it is as easy : then you '11 praise me 
!EoT calling you a hero. 
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Bourb. Philibert ! 

Let him alone ; he 's brave, and ever has [shoulder 
Been first, with that swart face and mountain 
In field or storm, and patient in starvation ; 
And for his tongue, the camp is full of license, 
And the sharp stinging of a lively rogue 
Is, to my mind, far preferable to 
The gross, dull, heavy, gloomy execration 
Of a mere famished, sullen, grumbling slave, 
Whom nothing can convince save a full meal, 
And wine, and sleep, and a few maravedis, 
With which he deems him rich. 

C(B8, It would be well 

If the earth's princes asked no more. 

Bourb, Be silent I 

CiBS. Ay, but not idle. Work yourself with words! 
You have few to speak. 

PhiL What means the audacious prater ? 

0(B8. To prate, like other prophets. 

Bourb, Philibert ! 

Why wiU you vex him ? Have we not enough 
To think on ? Arnold ! I will lead the attack 
To-morrow. 

« 

Am, I have heard as much, my lord. 

Bourb, And you will follow ? 

Am, Since I must not lead* 

Bourb, T is necessary for the further daring 
Of our too needy army, that their chief 
Plant the first foot upon the foremost ladder's 
First step. 
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C(B8. Upon its topmost, let us hope : 
So shall he have his full deserts. 

Bourh. The world's 

Great capital perchance is ours to-morrow. 
Through every change the seven-hilled city hath 
Retained her sway o'er nations, and the Caesars, 
But yielded to the Alarics, the Alarics 
Unto the pontiffs. Boman, Groth, or priest, 
Still the world's masters. Civilized, barbarian, 
Or saintly, still the walls of Bomulus 
Have been the circus of an empire. Well ! 
'Twas their turn — now 'tis ours; and let us hope 
That we will fight as well, and rule much better. 

0(B8. No doubt, the camp 's the school of civic 
rights. 
What would you make of Rome ? 

Bourh. That which it was. 

C6B8. In Alaric's time ? 

Bourb. No, slave I in the first Caesar's, 
Whose name you bear like other curs 

Oas, And kings I 

'T is a great name for blood-hounds. 

Bourb. There 's a demon 

In that fierce rattlesnake thy tongue. Wilt never 
Be serious ? 

OcBs. On the eve of battle, no ; — 

That were not soldier-like. 'T is for the general 
To be more pensive : we adventurers 
Must be more cheerful. Wherefore should we think ? 
Our tutelar deity, in a leader's shape^ 
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Takes care of us. Keep thought aloof from hosts I 
If the knaves take to thinking, you will have 
To crack those walls alone. 

Bourb. You may sneer, since 

'T is lucky for you that you fight no worse for 't. 

CcBS. I thank you for the freedom ; 't is the only 
Pay I have taken in your highness' service. 

Bourb, Well, sir, to-morrow you shall pay your- 
self. 
/ Look on those towers ; they hold my treasury : 

But Philibert, we '11 in to counciL Arnold, 
We would request your presence. 

Am, Prince I my service 

Is yours, as in the field. 

Bourb. In both we prize it. 

And yours will be a post of trust at daybreak. 

C(B8, And mine ? 

Bourb, To follow glory with the Bourbon. 

Good night ! 

Am, {to G^sab). Prepare our armor for the 
assault, 
And wait within my tent 

[^Exeunt Bousbon, Arnold, Philibert, etc, 

CcB8. (solus). Within thy tent ! 

Think'st thou that I pass from thee with my pres- 
ence? 
Or that this crooked coffer, which contained 
Thy principle of life, is aught to me 
Except a mask ? And these are men, forsooth ! 
Heroes and chiefs, the flower of Adam's bastards I 
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This is the consequence of ^ving matter 

The power of thought. It is a stubborn substancCi 

And thinks chaoticallj, as it acts, 

Ever relapsing into its first elements. 

Well I I must play with these poor puppets : 'tis 

The spirit's pastime in his idler hours. 

When I grow weary of it, I have business 

Amongst the stars, which these poor creatures deem 

Were made for them to look at. 'T were a jest now 

To bring one down amongst them, and set fire 

Unto their anthill : how the pismires then 

Would scamper o'er the scalding soil, and, ceasing 

From tearing down each other's nests, pipe forth 

One universal orison I Ha ! ha ! J[Mcit Cjssar. 



PART II. 

SCENE I. 

Before the waUs of Borne, — The assault: the army 
in motion, with ladders to scale the walls ; Bour- 
bon, with a white scarf over his armor, foremosU 

Chorus of Spirits in the air, 

1. 

'T is the mom, but dim and dark. 
Whither files the silent lark ? 
Whither shrinks the clouded sun? 
Is the day indeed begun? 
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Nature's eye is melancholy 
O'er the city high and holy : 
But without there is a din 
Should arouse the saints within. 
And revive the heroic ashes 
Round which yellow Tiber dashes. 
Oh ye seven hills ! awaken, 
Ere your very base be shaken I 

2. 

Hearken to the steady stamp I 

Mars is in their every tramp I 

Not a step is out of tune, 

As the tides obey the moon I 

On they march, though to self-slaughter, 

Begular as rolling water, 

Whose high waves o'ersweep the border 

Of huge moles, but keep their order, 

Breaking only rank by rank. 

Hearken to the armor's clank ! 

Look down o'er each frowning warrior, 

How he glares upon the barrier : 

Look on each step of each ladder. 

As the stripes that streak an adder. 

8. 

Look upon the bristling wall. 
Manned without an interval I 
Round and round, and tier on tier, 
Gannon's black mouth, shining spear, 
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Lit match, bell-mouthed musquetoon, 
Gkiping to be murderous soon ; 
All the warlike gear of old, 
Mixed with what we now behold. 
In this strife 'twixt old and new, 
Glather like a locusts' crew. 
' Shade of Remus ! 't is a time 
Awful as thy brother's crime I 
Christians war against Christ's shrine : — 
Must its lot be like to thine ? 

4. 
Near — and near — and nearer still, 
As the earthquake saps the hill. 
First with trembling, hollow motion. 
Like a scarce-awakened ocean. 
Then with stronger shock and louder. 
Till the rocks are crushed to powder, — 
Onward sweeps the rolling host I 
Heroes of the immortal boast ! 
Mighty chiefs ! eternal shadows I 
First flowers of the bloody meadows • 
Which encompass Rome, the mother 
Of a people without brother ! 
Will you sleep when nations' quarrels 
Plough the root up of your laurels ? 
Ye who weep o'er Carthage burning. 
Weep not — strike ! for Rome is mourning ! * 

* Soipio, tho socond Africanns, is said to have repeated a verse 
of Homer, and wopt over the burning of Carthage. He had 
better Imvo grunted it u cnpituliition. 
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5. 

Onward sweep the varied nations I 
Famine long hath dealt their rations. 
To the wall, with hate and hunger, 
Numerous as wolves, and stronger, 
On they sweep. Oh ! glorious city, 
Must thou he a theme for pity ? 
Fight, nke your first sire, each Roman I 
Alaric was a gentle foeman. 
Matched with Bourhon's hlack banditti I 
Rouse thee, thou eternal city ; 
Rouse thee ! Rather give the torch 
With thine own hand to thy porch, 
Than behold such hosts pollute 
Your worst dwelling with their foot. 

6. 

Ah I behold yon bleeding spectre I 
Bion's children find no Hector ; 
Priam's offspring loved their brother ; 
Rome's great sire forgot his mother, 
When he slew his gallant twin. 
With inexpiable sin. 
See the giant shadow stride 
O'er the ramparts high and wide I 
When the first o'erleapt thy wall, 
Its foundation mourned thy falL 
Now, though towering like a Babel^ 
Who to stop his steps are able ? 
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Stalking o'er thy highest dome, 
Bemus claims his vengeance, Rome I 

7. 

Now they reach thee in their anger : 
Fire and smoke and hellish clangor 
Are around thee, thou world's wonder I 
Death is in thj walls and under. 
Now the meeting steel first clashes, 
Downward then the ladder crashes, 
With its iron load all gleaming. 
Lying at its foot blaspheming I 
Up again I for every warrior 
Slain, another dimbs the barrier. 
Thicker grows the strife : thy ditches 
Europe's mingling gore enriches. 
Rome ! although thy wall may perish. 
Such manure thy fields wiU cherish. 
Making gay the harvest home ; 
But thy hearths, alas ! oh, Rome ! — 
Yet be Rome amidst thine anguish, 
Fight as thou wast wont to vanquish I 

8. 

Yet once more, ye old Penates I 

Let not your quenched hearths be At^'s I 

Yet again ye shadowy heroes. 

Yield not to these stranger Neros I 

Though the son who slew his mother 

Shed Rome's blood, he was your brother: 
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'Twas the Boman curbed the Boman ; — 

Brennus was a baffled foeman. 

Yet again, ye saints and martyrs, 

Rise I for yours are holier charters I 

Mighty gods of temples falling. 

Yet in ruin stiU appalling ! 

Mightier founders of those altars. 

True and Christian, — strike the assaulters I 

Tiber ! Tiber ! let thy torrent 

Show even nature's self abhorrent. 

Let each breathing heart dilated 

Turn, as doth the lion baited 1 

Rome be crushed to one wide tomb, 

» 

But be StiU the Roman's Rome 1 

Bourbon, Abkold, C^sab, and others, arrive at 
the foot of the waU, Abnold is about to plant 
his ladder, 
Bourb. Hold, Arnold I I am first. 
Am, Not so, my lord. 

Bourb, Hold, sir, I charge you I Follow 1 I am 
proud 
Of such a follower, but will brook no leader. 

[Boubbon plants his ladder, and begins to mount. 
Now, boys ! On I on 1 

[^ shot strikes him, and Boxtbbon falls, 
Cos, And off 1 

Am, Eternal powers I 

The host will be appalled, — but vengeance ! ven- 
geance ! 
Bourb, 'Tis nothing — lend me your hand. 
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[Bourbon takes Arnold by the hand, and rises ; 
hut as he puts his foot on the"* step, falls again. 

Arnold I I am sped. 
Conceal my fall — all will go well — conceal it I 
Fling my cloak o'er what will be dust anon ; 
Let not the soldiers see it. 

Am, You must be 

Removed ; the aid of 

Bourh, No, my gallant boy ; 

Death is upon me. But what is one life ? 
The Bourbon's spirit shall command them stilL 
Keep them yet ignorant that I am but clay, 
Till they are conquerors — then do as you may. 

Gees. Would not your highness choose to kiss the 
cross ? 
We have no priest here, but the hilt of sword 
May serve instead : — it did the same for Bayard.* 

Bourh. Thou bitter slave I to name him at this 
time! 
But I deserve it. 

• [Finding himself mortally wounded, Bayard ordered one of 
his attendants to place him under a tree with his face towards 
the enemy; then fixing his eyes on the guard of his sword, 
which he held up instead of a cross, he addressed his prayers 
to God, and in this posture he calmly waited the approach of 
death. — Robertson's Charles V. 

Just before Bayard's death Bourbon passing by with the vic- 
torious Imperialists, expressed his compassion. " Pity not me," 
said Bayard, " for I die like an honest man; but I pity you who 
are serving against your king, your country, and your oath." 
Hence the dying Bourbon exclaims against Caesar for bringing 
to his mind the rebuke of the dying Bayard.] 



SCENE I. A DRAMA. 113 

Am, (to C^sab). Villain, hold your peace I 

OiBS. What, when a Christian dies ? Shall I not 
ofter 
A Christian " Vade in pace ? " 

Am. Silence! Oh! 

Those eyes are glazing which o'erlooked the world. 
And saw no equaL 

Bourb. Arnold, should'st thou see 

France But harkl hark! the assault grows 

warmer — Oh I 
For but an hour, a minute more of life 
To die within the wall ! Hence, Arnold, hence ! 
You lose time — ihej wiU conquer Bome without 
thee. 

Am, And without thee ! 

Bourb, Not so ; 111 lead them still 

In spirit. Cover up my dust, and breathe not 
That I have ceased to breathe. Away I and be 
Victorious ! 

Am, But I must not leave thee thus. 

Bourb, Tou must — farewell — Up! up! the 
world is winning. [Boxtbbon dies,* 

. * [On the Ist of May, 1627, the Ckmstable and his anny came 
in sight of Rome, and the next morning commenced the attack. 
Bourbon wore a white vest over his armor, in order, he said, to 
be more conspicuous both to his friends and foes. He led on to 
the walls, and commenced a furious assault, which was repelled 
with equal violence. Seeing that his army began to waver, he 
seized a scaling-ladder firom a soldier standing, and was in the 
act of ascending, when he was pierced by a musket-ball, and 
fell. Feeling that his wound was mortal, he desired that his 

VOL. vin. 8 
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CcBs, (to Abnold). Come, count, to business. 

Am. True. I'll weep hereafter. 

[Abnold cavers Boubbon's bodi/ with a mantle, 

and mounts the ladder, crying 

The Bourbon I Bourbon I On, boys I Borne is ours ! 

0(BS. Grood night, lord constable! thou wert a 

man. 
[C^SAB follows Abnold ; they reach the hat-' 
dement; Abnold and CiBSAB are struck 
down. 
Gees, A precious somerset! Is jour countship 

injured ? 
Am. No. [Remounts the ladder. 

Gees. A rare blood-hound, when his own is heated ! 
And 'tis no boy's play. Now he strikes them 

down! 
His hand is on the battlement — he grasps it 
As though it were an altar ; now his foot 

Is on it, and What have we here ? — a Roman ? 

[A man falls. 
The first bird of the covey ! he has fallen 
On the outside of the nest Why, how now, fellow ? 
Wounded Man. A drop of water ! 
Gees. Blood's the only liquid 

Nearer than Tiber. 

Wounded Man. I have died for Bome. [Dies, 
Gees. And so did Bourbon, in another sense. 

body might be concealed from his soldiers, and instantly ex- 
pired. — BOBERTSOH.] 
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Oh these immortal men ! and their great motives ! 
But I must aflter mj young charge. He is 
By this time i' the forum. Charge ! charge I 

[C^SAB mounts the ladder; the scene doses. 
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The City, — Combats between the Besiegers and A- 
sieged in the streets. Lihahitants flying in eon^ 
fusion. 

Enter G^sab. 

C<BS. I cannot find mj hero ; he is mixed 
With the heroic crowd that now pursue 
The fugitives, or battle with the desperate. 
What have we here ? A cardinal or two 
That do not seem in love with martyrdom. 
How the old red-shanks scamper ! Could they doff 
Their hose as they have doffed their hats, 'twould be 
A blessing, as a mark the less for plunder. 
But let them fly ; the crimson kennels now 
Will not much stain their stockings, since the mire 
Is of the self-same purple hue. 

Enter a Party f^hting — Abnold at the head of the 

Besiegers. 

He comes, 
Hand in hand with the mild twins — Gore and Gloiy. 
Holla I hold, count I 
Am. Away! they must not rally. 
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Stalking o'er thy liighest dome, 
Bemus claims his vengeance, Rome I 

7. 

Now they reach thee in their anger : 
Fire and smoke and hellish clangor 
Are around thee, thou world's wonder I 
Death is in thy walls and under. 
Now the meeting steel first clashes, 
Downward then the ladder crashes, 
With its iron load all gleaming. 
Lying at its foot blaspheming 1 
Up again I for every warrior 
Slain, another climbs the barrier. 
Thicker grows the strife : thy ditches 
Europe's mingling gore enriches. 
Bome ! although thy wall may perish, 
Such manure thy fields will cherish. 
Making gay the harvest home ; 
But thy hearths, alas ! oh, Bome ! — 
Yet be Bome amidst thine anguish, 
Fight as thou wast wont to vanquish I 

8. 

Tet once more, ye old Penates 1 

Let not your quenched hearths be At^'s I 

Tet again ye shadowy heroes, 

Tield not to these stranger Neros I 

Though the son who slew his mother 

Shed Bome's blood, he was your brother: 
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'Twas the Boman curbed the Boman ; — 

Brennus was a baffled foeman. 

Yet again, je saints and martyrs, 

Rise I for yours are holier charters ! 

Mighty gods of temples falling, 

Yet in ruin still appalling! 

Mightier founders of those altars, 

True and Christian, — strike the assaulters I 

Tiber I Tiber ! let thy torrent 

Show even nature's self abhorrent. 

Let each breathing heart dilated 

Turn, as doth the lion baited ! 

Rome be crushed to one wide tomb. 

But be stiU the Roman's Rome 1 

Bourbon, Abkold, C^sab, and others, arrive at 
the foot of the waU, Abnold is about to plant 
his ladder. 
Bourh, Hold, Arnold I I am first. 
Am, Not so, my lord. 

Bourb. Hold, sir, I charge you I Follow I I am 
proud 
Of such a follower, but will brook no leader. 

[BouBBON plants his ladder, and begins to mount. 
Now, boys ! On I on ! 

[^A shot strikes him, and Boxtbbon falls. 
GcBs. And off 1 

Am. Eternal powers ! 

The host will be appalled, — but vengeance ! ven^ 
geance ! 
Bourb. 'Tis nothing — lend me your hand. 
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[Bourbon takes Arnold by the hand, and rises ; 
hut as he puts his foot on the^ step, falls again, 

Arnold I I am sped. 
Conceal my fall — all will go well — conceal it ! 
Fling my cloak o'er what will be dust anon ; 
Let not the soldiers see it. 

Am, You must be 

Removed ; the aid of 

Bourh, No, my gallant boy ; 

Death is upon me. But what is one life ? 
The Bourbon's spirit shall command them still. 
Keep them yet ignorant that I am but clay. 
Till they are conquerors — then do as you may. 

OcBS, Would not your highness choose to kiss the 
cross ? 
We have no priest here, but the hilt of sword 
May serve instead : — it did the same for Bayard.* 

Bourh, Thou bitter slave I to name him at this 
time! 
But I deserve it. 

• [Finding himself mortally wounded, Bayard ordered one of 
his attendants to place him under a tree with his face towards 
the enemy; then fixing his eyes on the guard of his sword, 
which he held up instead of a cross, he addressed his prayers 
to God, and in this posture he calmly waited the approach of 
death. — Robertson's Charles V. 

Just before Bayard's death Bourbon passing by with the vic- 
torious Imperialists, expressed his compassion. " Pity not me," 
said Bayard, " for I die like an honest man; but I pity you who 
are serving against your king, your country, and your oath." 
Hence the dying Bourbon exclaims against Caesar for bringing 
to his mind the rebuke of the dying Bayard.] 
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Am, (to CiBSAB). Villain, hold jour peace ! 

Cos, What, when a Christian dies ? Shall I not 
ofter 
A Christian " Vade in pace ? " 

Am. Silence! Oh I 

Those ejes are glazing which o'erlooked the world. 
And saw no equaL 

Bourh, Arnold, should'st thou see 

France But hark! hark! the assault grows 

warmer — Oh ! 
For but an hour, a minute more of life 
To die within the wall ! Hence, Arnold, hence ! 
You lose time — they will conquer Bome without 
thee. 

Am, And without thee I 

Bourh, Not so ; 111 lead them still 

In spirit Cover up mj dust, and breathe not 
That I have ceased to breathe. Away I and be 
Victorious ! 

Am, But I must not leave thee thus. 

Bourh, Tou must — farewell — Up! up! the 
world is winning. [Boukbon dies** 

* [On the Ist of May, 1627, the Constable and his anny came 
in sight of Rome, and the next morning commenced the attack. 
Bourbon wore a white vest over his armor, in order, he said, to 
be more conspicuous both to his friends and foes. He led on to 
the walls, and commenced a furious assault, which was repelled 
with equal violence. Seeing that his army began to waver, he 
seized a scaling-ladder firom a soldier standing, and was in the 
act of ascending, when he was pierced by a musket-ball, and 
felL Feeling that his wound was mortal, he desired that hii 

VOL. vin. 8 
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CcBs, (to Abnold). Come, count, to business. 

Am. True. I'll weep hereafter. 

[Abnold covers Boubbon's body with a marUley 

and mounts ike ladder, crying 

The Bourbon ! Bourbon I On, boys ! Rome is ours I 

0(BS. Grood night, lord constable! thou wert a 

man. 
[C^SAB foUows Abnold ; £key reach the hat' 
dement; Abnold and CiBSAB are struck 
down. 
Cces. A precious somerset! Is your countship 

injured ? 
Am. No. [^Eemounts the ladder. 

Gees. A rare blood-hound, when his own is heated ! 
And 'tis no boy's play. Now he strikes them 

down! 
His hand is on the battlement — he grasps it 
As though it were an altar ; now his foot 

Is on it, and What have we here ? — a Roman ? 

[A manfaUs. 
The first bird of the covey ! he has fallen 
On the outside of the nest Why, how now, fellow ? 
Wounded Man. A drop of water ! 
Gees. Blood's the only liquid 

Nearer than Tiber. 

Wounded Man. I have died for Rome. [Dies. 
Gees. And so did Bourbon, in another sense. 

body might be concealed fipom his soldieis, and instantly ex- 
pired. — BOBERTSOH.] 
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Oh these immortal men ! and their great motives I 
But I must aflter my young charge. He is 
By this time r the forum. Charge! charge I 

[Cjssar mounts the ladder ; the scene doses. 
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Tlie Oitt/. — Oombats hettoeen the Besiegers and Be^ 
sieged in the streets. Jkhabitants figing in eon^ 
fusion. 

Enter G^sab. 

C(BS. I cannot find mj hero ; he is mixed 
With the heroic crowd that now pursue 
The fugitives, or battle with the desperate. 
What have we here ? A cardinal or two 
That do not seem in love with martyrdom. 
How the old red-shanks scamper I Could they doff 
Their hose as they have doffed their hats, 'twould be 
A blessing, as a mark the less for plunder. 
But let them fly ; the crimson kennels now 
Will not much stain their stockings, since the mire 
Is of the self-same purple hue. 

Enter a Party fighting — Abnold at the head of the 

Besiegers, 

He comes, 
Hand in hand with the mild twins — Gore and Gloiy. 
Holla I hold, count I 
Am, Away! they must not rally. 
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Ols». I tell thee, be not rash ; a golden bridge 
Is for a flying enemj. I gave thee 
A form c^ beauty, and an 
Exemption from some maladies of body, 
But not of mind, which is not mine to give. 
But though I gave the form of Thetis' son, 
I dipt thee not in Styx ; and 'gainst a foe 
I would not warrant thy chivalric heart 
More than Pelides' heel ; why then, be cautiousy 
And know thyself a mortal stilL 

Am. And who 

With aught of soul would combat if he were 
Invulnerable ? That were pretty sport 
Think'st thou I beat for hares when lions roar ? 

[Abnold rushes into the combat. 

0(BS. A precious sample of humanity I 
Well, his blood's up ; and if a little's shed. 
Twill serve to curb his fever. 

[Abnold engages with a Romany who retires 
towards a portico. 

Am. Yield thee, slave I 

I promise quarter. 

Rom. That's soon said. 

Am. And done — • 

My word is known. 

Som. So shall be my deeds. 

\_They reengage. G^sab comes forward. 

GcBS. Why, Arnold I hold thrae own : thou hast 
in hand 
A fiunous artisan, a cunning sculptor ; 
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Also a dealer in the sword and dagger. 
Not so, my musqueteer ; 't was he who slew 
The Bourbon from the walL 

Am, Ajy did he so ? 

Then he hath carved his monument 

Bom. I jet 

May live to carve your betters. 

0(ss. Well said, my man of marble I Benvennto, 
Thou hast some practice in both ways; and he 
Who slays Cellini will have worked as hard 
As e'er thou didst upon Carrara's blocks.* 

[Abnold disarms and wounds Cellini, hU 
slightly: the latter draws a pistol^ and firts ; 
then retires, and disappears through the por» 
tico. 
OcBs. How farest thou ? Thou hast a taste, me- 
thinks, 
Of red Bellona's banquet 

Am, {staggers). 'Tis a scratch. 

Lend me thy scarf. He shall not 'scape me thus. 
OdBS. Where is it ? 
Am. In the shoulder, not the sword arm— - 

* [" Levelling my arquebnse," says Benvennto Cellini, *'I dit- 
charged it with a deliberate aim at a person who seemed to be 
lifted above the rest I cautiously approached the walls, and 
perceived that there was an extraordinary confasion among the 
assailants, occasioned by our having shot the duke of Bourbon: 
he was, as I understood afterwards, that chief personage whom 
I saw raised above the rest** — Vol. i. p. 120. This, however, 
is one of the many stories in Cellini's amusing autobiography 
which nobody credits.] 
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And that's enough. I am thirsty : would I had 
A hehn of water 1 

0<B8, That's a liquid now 

In requisition, but by no means easiest 
To come at. 

Am. And my thirst iacreases ; -r- but 

111 find a way to quench it. 

OcBs, Or be quenched 

Thyself ? 

Am, The chance is even ; we will throw 
The dice thereon. But I lose time in prating ; 
Prithee be quick. [Cjesab linds on the scarf. 

And what dost thou so idly ? 
Why dost not strike ? 

CcBS. Your old philosophers 

Beheld mankind, as mere spectators of 
The Olympic games. When I behold a prize 
Worth wrestling for, I may be found a Milo. 

Am, Ay, 'gainst an oak. 

G<B8. A forest, when it suits me : 

I combat with a mass, or not at all. 
Meantime, pursue thy sport as I do mine ; 
Which is just now to gaze, since all these laborers 
Will reap my harvest gratis. 

Am. Thou art stiU 

A fiend ! 

C(B8. And thou — a man. 

Am. Why, such I fain would show me. 

G(BS. True — as men are. 

Am. And what is that ? 
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C(B8, Thou feelest and thou see'st. 

[Exit Arnold, joining in the combat which 
still continues between detached parties. The 
scene closes. 
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St. Peter's — The Interior of the Church — The Pope 
at the Altar — Priests, etc. crowding in confusion^ 
and Citizens flying for refuge, pursuedby Soldiery. 

MUer Cjrsar. 

A Spanish Soldier. Down with them, comrades ! 
seize upon those lamps I 
Cleave yon bald-pated shaveling to the chine I 
His rosary's of gold ! 

Lutheran Soldier. Revenge I revenge I 
Plunder hereafter, but for vengeance now— 
Yonder stands Anti-Christ I 

Cces. {interposing). How now, schismatic? 
What would'st thou ? 

Luth. Sold. In the holy name of Christ, 

Destroy proud Anti-Christ. I am a Christian. 

CcBs. Yea, a disciple that would make the founder 
Of your belief renounce it, could he see 
Such proselytes. Best stint thyself to plunder. 

Luth. Sold. I say he is the devil. 

CcBs. Hush I keep that secret. 

Lest he should recognize you for his own. 
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Laih, Sold. Whj would jou save him? I repeat 
he is 
The deyil, or the deyil's viear upon earths 

Cas. And that's the reason: would jou make a 
quarrel 
With your best friends ? You had far best be quiet ; 
His hour is not yet come» 
Luth. SolcL That shall be seen I 

[^77ie Lutheran Soldier rushes forward; a shot 
strikes him from one of the Pope's Guards, 
and he falls at the foot of the Altar. 
C<BS. (to the Lutheran). I told you so. 
Luth. Sold. And wiU you not avenge me ? 

GtBS. Not 1 1 You know that '^ Vengeance is the 
Lord's:" 
You see he loves no interlopers. 

Luth. Sold, {dying). Oh! 

Had I but slain him, I had gone on high, 
Crowned with eternal glory I Heaven, forgive 
My feebleness of arm that reached him not, 
And take thy servant to thy mercy. 'Tis 
A glorious triumph still ; proud Babylon 's 
No more ; the Harlot of the Seven Hills 
Hath changed her scarlet raiment for sackcloth 
And ashes I [7%e Lutheran dies. 

Cces. Yes, thine own amidst the rest. 

Well done, old Babel I 

\The Guards defend themselves desperately^ 
while the Pontiff' escapes^ by a private pas- 
sage^ to the Vatican and the Castle of St. 
Angdo. 
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OiBS. Ha ! right noblj battled I 

Now, priest! now, soldier I the two greait profea- 

sions, 
Together by the ears and hearts I I have not 
Seen a more comic pantomime since Titus 
Took Jewry. But the Romans had the best then ; 
Now they must take their turn. 

Soldiers. He hath escaped I 

Follow I 

Another Sold* They hare barred the narrow 
passage up, 
And it is clogged with dead even to the door. 

G(B8. I am glad he hath escaped : he may thank 
me for 't 
In part I would not have his bulls abolished -^ 
'T were worth one half our empire : his indulgences 
Demand some in return; — no, no, he must not 
Fall ; — and besides, his now escape may famish 
A ;^ture miracle, in future proof 
Of his infallibility. [7b the Spanish Soldiery. 

Well, cut-throats ! 
What do you pause for ? K you make not haste^ 
There will not be a link of pious gold left. 
And you, too, catholics I Would ye return 
From such a pilgimage without a relic ? 
The very Lutherans have more true devotion : 
See how they strip the shrines I 

Soldiers. By holy Peter I 

He speaks the truth ; the heretics will bear 
The best away. 
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C<BS. And that were shame I Gro to I 

Assist in their conyersion. 

[ The Soldiers disperse ; many quit the Church, 
others enter. 

C<Bs. They are gone, 

And others come : so flows the wave on wave 
Of what these creatures call eternity, 
Deeming themselves the breakers of the ocean, 
While they are but its bubbles, ignorant 
That foam is their foundation. So, another I 

Miter Ojahlpul, flying from the pursuit — She springs 

upon the AUar. 
Sold. She 's mine I 

Another Sold, (opposing the former). You lie, I 
tracked her first ; and were she 
The Pope's niece, I'll not jrield her. [^Thegflght. 
Bd Sold, (advancing towards Olimpia). You may 
settle 
Your claims ; I '11 make mine good. 

Olimp. Infernal slave I 

You touch me not alive. 

3d Sold. Alive or dead I 

Olimp. (embracing a massive crucifix). Bespect 

your Grod! 
3d Sold. Yes, when he shines in gold. 

Girl, you but grasp your dowry. 

[^As he advances, Olimpia, with a strong and 
sudden effort, casts down the crucifix: it 
strikes the Soldier, who falls. 
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Sd Sold. Oh, great God I 

Olimp. Ah I now you recognize him. 
Bd Sold. My brain 's crushed I 

Comrades, help, ho I All 's darkness ! J[IIe dies. 
Other Soldiers (coming up). Slay her, although 
she had a thousand lives : 
She hath killed our comrade. 

Olimp. Welcome such a death I 

You have no life to give, which the worst slave 
Would take. Great Grod I through thy redeeming 

Son, 
And thy Son's Mother, now receive me as 
I would approach thee, worthy her, and him, and 
thee! 

MUer Abnold. 

Am. What do I see ? Accursed jackals I 
Forbear ! 

Cos. (aside and laughing). Ha I ha I here 's 
equity I The dogs 
Have as much right as he. But to the issue I 

Soldiers. Count, she hath slain our comrade. 

Am. With what weapon ? 

Sold. The cross, beneath which he is crushed; 
behold him 
Lie there, more like a worm than man ; she cast it 
Upon his head. 

Am. Even so ; there is a woman 

Worthy a brave man's liking. Were ye such. 
Ye would have honored her. But get ye hence, 
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And thank jour meanness, other Grod you have none 
For your existence. Had you touched a hair 
Of those dishevelled locks, I would have thinned 
Your ranks more than the enemy. Away ! 
Ye jackals I gnaw the bones the lion leaves, 
But not even these till he permits. 

A Sold, {murmuring). The lion 

Might conquer for himself then. 

Am. (ctUs him down). Mutineer ! 

Bebel in hell — you shall obey on earth I 

[^The Soldiers assatdt Arnold. 

Am. Come on! I'm glad on'tl I will show you, 
slaves. 
How you should be commanded, and who led you 
First o'er the wall you were so shy to scale, 
Until I waved my banners from its height, 
As you are bold within it. 

[Arnold mows doum the foremost ; the rest 
throw down their arms. 

Soldiers. Mercy! mercy! 

Am. Then learn to grant it. Have I taught yoti 
who 
Led you o'er Rome's eternal battlements ? 

Soldiers. We saw it, and we know it ; yet for- 
give 
A moment's error in the heat of conquest — - 
The conquest which you led to. 

Am. Gret you hence I 

Hence to your quarters I you will find them fixed 
In the Colonna palace. 
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Olimp. (aside). In mj father's 

House I [no further need 

Am. (to the Soldiers). Leave your arms ; ye have 
Of such : the city 's rendered. And mark well 
You keep your hands clean, or I'll find out a stream 
As red as Tiber now runs, for your baptism. 

Soldiers (deposing their arms and departing.) We 

obey! 
Am. (to Olimpia). Lady, you are safe. 
Olimp. I should be so. 

Had I a knife even ; but it matters not — 
Death hath a thousand gates ; and on the marble. 
Even at the altar foot, whence I look down 
Upon destruction, shall my head be dashed. 
Ere thou ascend it Grod forgive thee, man ! 
Am. I wish to merit his forgiveness, and 
Thine own, although I haf e not injured thee. 
Olimp. No ! Thou hast only sacked my native 
land, — 
No injury I — and made my father's house 
A den of thieves ! No injury ! — this temple — 
Slippery with Roman and with holy gore. 
No injury I And now thou would preserve ^le. 

To be but that shall never be I 

[^She raises her eyes to Hea^eUy folds her robe 
round her, and prepares to dash herself daum 
on the side of the AUar opposite to thai where 
Abnold stands. 
Am. Hold I hold I 

I swear. 
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OUmp. Spare thine already forfeit soul 
A perjury for wliich even hell would loathe thee. 
I know thee. 

Am, No, thou know'st me not ; I am not 

Of these men, though — 

OUmp. I judge thee by thy mates ; 

It is for Grod to judge thee as thou art 
I see thee purple with the blood of Rome ; 
Take mine, 'tis all thou e'er shalt have of me, 
And here, upon the marble of this temple. 
Where the baptismal font baptized me Grod's, 
I offer him a blood less holy 
But not less pure (pure as it left me then, 
A redeemed infant) than the holy water 
The saints have sanctified ! 

[Olimpia waves her hand to Abkold wiih dis" 
dain, and dashes herself an the pavement 
from the Altar. 

Am. Eternal God I 

I feel thee now ! Help ! help ! She 's gone. 

OcBS. (approaches). I am here. 

Am. Thou ! but oh, save her I 

0(BS. (assisting him to raise OLmpiA). She hath 
done it weU ! 
The leap was serious. 

Am. Oh I she is lifeless I 

Gas. If 

She be so, I have nought to do with that : 
The resurrection is beyond me. 

Am. Slave I 
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GcBS. Ajy slave or master, 'tis all one : methinks 
Gk)od words, however, are as well at times. 

Am. Words I — Canst thou aid her ? 

Cos. I will try. A sprinkling 

Of that same holy water may be usefuL 

im w4, some in L helmet from the font 

Am. 'Tis mixed with blood. 

Cos, There is no cleaner now 

In Rome. 

Am. How pale ! how beautiful ! how lifeless I 
Alive or dead, thou essence of all beautj, 
I love but thee I 

OcBs. Even so Achilles loved 

Fenthesilea : with his form it seems 
Tou have his heart, and jet it was no sofl one. 

Am. She breathes! But no, 'twas nothing or the 
last 
Faint flutter life disputes with death. 

Cos. She breathes. 

Am. 7%(m say'st it ? Then 'tis truth. 

Cos. You do me right— 

The devil speaks truth much oftener than he's 

deemed : 
He hath an ignorant audience. 

Am. (withotU attending to him). Yes ! her heart 
beats. 
Alas ! that the first beat of the only heart 
I ever wished to beat with mine should vibrate 
To an assassin's pulse. 

0(B8. A sage reflectioni 
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But somewliat late i' the day. Where shall we bear 

her? 
I say she lives. 

Am. And will she live ? 

Odes, As much 

As dust can. 

Am. Then she is dead ! 

C(BS. Bah ! bah I Tou are so. 

And do not know it. She will come to life -^ 
Such as you think so, such as you now are ; 
But we must work by human means. 

Am. We will 

Convey her unto the Colonna palace. 
Where I have pitched my banner. 

Cos. Come then I raise her up I 

Am. Softly! 

CcBs. As sofUy as they bear the dead. 

Perhaps because they cannot feel the jolting. 

Am. But doth she live indeed ? 

Cos. Nay, never fear I 

But, if you rue it after, blame not me. 

Am. Let her but live ! 

Cos. The spirit of her life 

Is yet within her bres^t, and may revive. 
Count ! count ! I am your servant in all things, 
And this is a new office : — 't is not oft 
I am employed in such ; but you perceive 
How stanch a friend is what you call a fiend. 
On earth you have often only fiends for friends ; 
Now /desert not mine. Soft ! bear her hence, 
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The beautiful half-clay, and nearly spirit I 
I am almost enamoured of her, as 
Of old the angels of her earliest sex. 

Am. Thou I 

Cubs. 1 1 But fear not. I'll not be your riyaL 

Am. Rival ! 

Odes. I could be one right formidable ; 

But since I slew the seven husbands of 
Tobias' future bride (and after all 
Was smoked out by some incense), I have laid 
Aside intrigue : 't is rarely worth the trouble 
Of gaining, or — what is more difficult — 
Getting rid of your prize again ; for there's 
The rub ! at least to mortals. 

Am. Prithee, peace 1 

Softly ! methinks her lips move, her eyes open I 

Cubs. Like stars, no doubt; for that 's a metaphor 
For Lucifer and Venus. 

Am. To the palace 

Colonna, as I told you ! 

Oiss. Oh I I know 

My way through Rome. 

Am. Now onward, onward ! Gently I 

[^Mceuntf bearing Olimfia. 2^ scene closes. 

VOL. vni. 9 
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PART III. 

SCENE I. 

A Castle in the Apennines, surrounded hy a wild hut 
smiling country. Chorus of Peasants singing before 
the Crates. 

CHORUS. 

1. 

The wars are over, 

The spring is come ; 
The bride and her lover 
Have sought their home : 
They are happy, we rejoice ; 
Let their hearts have an echo in every voice I 

2. 

The spring is come ; the violet's gone. 

The first-bom child of the early sun : 

With us she is but a winter's flower. 

The snow on the hills cannot blast her bower, 

And she lifts up her dewy eye of blue 

To the youngest sky of the self-same hue. 

8. 

And when the spring comes with her host 
Of flowers, that flower beloved the most 
Shrinks from the crowd that may confuse 
Her heavenly odor and virgin hues. 
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4. 

Pluck the others, but still remember 
Their herald out of dim December — 
The morning star of all the flowers, 
The pledge of daylight's lengthened hours ; 
Nor, midst the roses, e'er forget 
The virgin, virgin violet. 

MUer C^SAB. 

Cos. {singing). The wars are all over, 

Our swords are all idle, 

The steed bites the bridle, 
The casque's on the wall. 
There's rest for the rover ; 

But his armor is rusty. 

And the veteran grows crusty. 
As he yawns in the halL 

He drinks — but what's drinking ? 

A mere pause from thinking ! 
No bugle awakes him with life-and-death calL 

CHOBUS. 

But the hound bayeth loudly, 

The boar's in the wood, 
And the falcon longs proudly 

To spring from her hood : 
On the wrist of the noble 

She sits like a crest, 
And the air is in trouble 

With birds from their nest. 
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C(BS. Oh I shadow of glory ! 

Dim image of war I 
But the chase hath no story. 

Her hero no star, 
Since Nimrod, the founder 

Of empire and chase. 
Who made the woods wonder 

And quake for their race ; 
When the Kon was young, 

In the pride of his might, 
Then 'twas sport for the strong 

To embrace him in fight ; 
To go forth, with a pine 

For a spear, 'gainst the mammodi, 
Or strike through the ravine 

At the foaming behemoth ; 
While man was in stature 

Afl towers in our time. 
The first-bom of Nature, 

And, like her, sublime I 

OHOBUS. 

But the wars are oyer, 
The spring is come ; 
The bride and her lover 
Have sought their home : 
They are happy, and we rejoice ; 
Let their hearts have an echo from every voice ! 

{Exeunt the PeasaTUiyj tinging. 
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PREFACE. 



The following drama is taken entirely froin the 
^GrermarCs Tale, Kruitzner^^ published many years 
ago in Lee^s Canterbury Tales ; written (I believe) 
by two sisters, of whom one furnished only this 
story and another, both of which are considered 
superior to the remainder of the collection.* I have 
adopted the characters, plan, and even the language, 
of many parts of this story. Some of the characters 
are modified or altered, a few of the names changed, 
and one character (Ida of Stralenheim) added by 
myself: but in the rest the original is chiefly fol- 
lowed. When I was young (about fourteen, I 
think,) I first read this tale, which made a deep 
impresSsion upon me ; and may, indeed, be said to 
contain the germ of much that I have since written. 
I am not sure that it ever was very popular ; or, at 

• [This is not correct. " The Young Lady*8 Tale, or the Two 
Emily's,'* and "the Clergyman's Tale, or Pembroke," were 
contributed by Sophia Lee. The " German's Tale," and all the 
others in the Canterbury Collection, were written by Harriet, 
the younger of the sisters.] 
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any rate, its popularity has since been eclipsed by 
that of other great writers in the same department. 
But I have generally found that those who had read 
it, agreed with me in their estimate of the singular 
power of mind and conception which it develops. I 
should also add conception^ rather than execution ; 
for the story might, pei^iaps, have been developed 
with greater advantage. Amongst those whose 
opinions agreed with mine upon this story, I could 
mention some very high names : but it is not neces- 
sary, nor indeed of any use ; for every one must 
judge according to his own feelings. I merely refer 
the reader to the original story, that he may see to 
what extent I have borrowed from it ; and am not 
unwilling that he should find much greater pleasure 
in perusing it than the drama which is founded upon 
its contents. 

I had begun a drama upon this tale so far back 
as 1815, (the first I ever attempted, except one at 
thirteen years old, called " UIHc and Jlirina,*' which 
I had sense enough to bum,) and had nearly com- 
pleted an act, when I was interrupted by circum- 
stances. This is somewhere amongst my papers in 
England ; but as it has not been found, I have re- 
written the first, and added the subsequent acts. 

The whole is neither intended, nor in any shape 
adapted, for the stage.* 

Pisa, Febraary, 1822. 

* [Werner, however, has been produced on the stage with 
tolerable success since Byron^s death.] 



INTRODUCTION 

TO WEBNEB. 



The tragedy of " Werner " was begun at Pisa, 
December the 18th, 1821, completed January the 
20th, 1822, and published in London in the Novem- 
ber after. The contemporary reviews of "Werner** 
were, without exception, unfavorable. The critique 
in Blackwood begins thus : — 

"Wlio could be so absurd as to think, that a 

dramatist has no right to make free with other 

people's fables? On the contrary, we are quite 

aware that that particular species of genius which 

is exhibited in the construction of plots, never at 

any period flourished in England. We all know 

that Shakspeare himself took his stories from 

Italian novels, Danish sagas, English chronicles, 

Plutarch's Lives — from anywhere rather than 

from his own invention. But did he take the whole 

of Hamlet, or Juliet, or Richard the Third, or 

Antony and Cleopatra, from any of these foreign 

(187) 
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sources? Did he not invent, in the noblest sense 
of the word, all the characters of his pieces ? Who 
dreams that any old Italian novelist, or ballad- 
maker, could have formed the imagination of such 
a creature as Juliet ? Who dreams that the Ham- 
let of Shakspeare, the princely enthusiast, the 
melancholy philosopher, that spirit refined even to 
pain, that most incomprehensible and unapproach- 
able of all the creations of human genius, is the 
same being, in any thing but the name, with the 
rough, strong-hearted, bloody-handed Amlett of 
the north ? Who is there that supposes Goethe to 
have taken the character of his Faust from the nur- 
sery rhymes and penny pamphlets about the Devil 
and Doctor Faustus? Or who, to come nearer 
home, imagines that Lord Byron himself found his 
Sardanapalus in Dionysius of Halicarnassus ? 

"But here Lord Byron has invented nothing — 
absolutely nothing. There is not one incident in 
his play, not even the most trivial, that is not to be 
found in Miss Lee's novel, occurring exactly in the 
same manner, brought about by exactly the same 
agents, and producing exactly the same effects on 
the plot. And then as to the characters, — not only 
is every one of them to be found in * Kruitzner,' 
but every one is to be found there more fully and 
powerfully developed. Indeed, but for the prepa- 
ration which we had received from our old famil- 
iarity with Miss Lee's own admirable work, we 
rather incline to think that we should have been 
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unable to comprehend the gist of her noble imitator, 
or rather copier, in several of what seem to be 
meant for his most elaborate delineations. The fact 
is, that this undeviating closeness, this humble fidel- 
ity of imitation, is a thing so perfectly new in any 
thing worthy of the name of literature, that we are 
sure no one, who has not read the Canterbury 
Tales, will be able to form the least conception of 
what it amounts to. 

" Those who have never read Miss Lee's book, 
will, however, be pleased with this production ; for, 
in truth, the story is one of the most powerfully 
conceived, one of the most picturesque, and at the 
same time instructive stories, that we are acquainted 
with. Indeed, thus led as we are to name Harriet 
Lee, we cannot allow the opportunity to pass with- 
out saying, that we have always considered her 
works as standing upon the verge of the very first 
rank of excellence ; that is to say, as inferior to no 
English novels whatever, excepting those of Field- 
ing, Sterne, Smollett, Richardson, Defoe, BadcMe, 
Godwin, Edgeworth, and the author of Waverley. 
It would not, perhaps, be going too far to say, that 
the Canterbury Tales exhibit more of that species 
of invention which, as we have already remarked, 
was never common in English literature, than any 
of the works even of those first-rate novelists we 
have named, with the single exception of Fielding. 

"*Kjuitzner, or the German's Tale,' possesses 
mystery, and yet clearness, as to its structure; 
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Strength of characters, and admirable contrast of 
characters ; and, above all, the most liyelj interest, 
blended with and subservient to the most affecting 
of moral lessons. The main idea which lies at the 
root of it is, the horror of an erring father, who, 
havixig been detected in vice by his son, has dared 
to defend his own sin, and so to perplex the son's 
notions of moral rectitude, on finding that the son, 
in his turn, has pushed the fabe principles thus 
instilled to the last and worst extreme — on hear- 
ing his own sophistries flung in his face by a — 
Murderer." 

The reader will find a minute analysis, intro- 
duced by the above remarks, in Blackwood, voL 
xii. p. 710. 
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THE ILLUSTRIOUS GOETHE, 
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THIS TBAGEDT 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS 



Meru — Wbbneb. 
Ulbio. 

Stralenheim. 
Idenstein. 
Gabob. 
Fritz. 
EEenrick. 
Erio. 
Arnheim. 
Meistbr. 

BODOLPH. 
LUDWIO. 

Women. — Josephine. 

Ida Stbalekheim. 



Scene — Partly on the Frontier of Sileda, and partly in 
Siegendorf Castle, near Pragae. 

Thne-^ihe Close of the Thirty Year^ War. 
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WERNER. 



ACT L 

SCENE I. 



The HaU of a decayed Palace near a small Tovm an 
the Northern Frontier of Silesia — the Night tern- 
pestuous. 

Werneb and Josephine his wife. 

Jos. Mr love, be calmer ! 

Wer. I am calm. 

Jos, Tome — 

Yes, but not to thyself 2 thy pace is hurried, 
And no one walks a chamber like to ours 
With steps like thine when his heart is at rest. 
Were it a garden, I should deem thee happy, 
And stepping with the bee from flower to flower ; 
But here I 

Wer, 'T is chill ; the tapestry lets through 
The wind to which it waves : my blood is frozen. 

Jos. Ah, no ! 

Wer. (smiling). Why I wouldst thou have it so? 

(143) 
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Joz. I would 

Have it a healthful current. 

Wer. Let it flow 

Until 't is spilt or checked — how soon, I care not. 

Jos. And am I nothing in thy heart ? 

Wer. AU— alL 

Joz. Then canst thou wish for that which must 
break mine? 

Wer. (approciching her zlowly). But for thee I had 
been — no matter what, 
But much of good and evil ; what I am. 
Thou knowest ; what I might or should have been, 
Thou knowest not : but still I love thee, nor 
Shall aught divide us. 

[Werner waUcz on dbrwpiLyj and then approcuihez 
Josephine. 

The storm of the night 
Perhaps affects me ; I 'm a thing of feelings, 
And luCve of late been sickly, as, alas ! 
Thou know'st by sufferings more than mine, my lovel 
In watching me. 

Joz. To see thee well is much — 
To see thee happy 

Wer. Where hast thou seen such ? 

Let me be wretched with the rest I 

Joz. But think 

How many in this hour of tempest shiver 
Beneath the biting wind and heavy nun, 
Whose every drop bows them down nearer earth, 
Which hath no chamber for them save beneath 
Her surface. 
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Wer. And that 's not the worst : who cares 

For chambers ? rest is all. The wretches whom 
Thou nam est — ay, the wind howls round them, and 
The dull and dropping rain saps in their bones 
The creeping marrow. I have been a soldier, 
A hunter, and a traveller, and am 
A beggar, and should know the thing thou talk'st of. 

Jos. And art thou not now sheltered from them all? 

Wer. Yes. And from these alone. 

Jos. And that is something. 

Wer. True — to a peasant. 

Jos. Should the nobly bom 

Be thankless for that refuge which their habits 
Of early delicacy render more 
Needful than to the peasant, when the ebb 
Of fortune leaves them on the shoals of life ? 

Wer. It is not that, thou know'st it is not ; we 
Have borne all this, I'll not say patiently. 
Except in thee — but we have borne it. 

Jos. Well ? 

Wer. Something beyond our outward sufferings 
(though 
These were enough to gnaw into our souls) 
Hath stung me ofl, and, more than ever, now. 
When, but for this untoward sickness, which 
Seized me upon this desolate frontier, and * 

* [In this play, Lord Byron adopts the same nerveless and 
pointless kind of blank verse, which was a sorrow to everybody 
in his former dramatic essays. It is, indeed, *^most nnmnsical, 
most melancholy." — "Ofs," "tos," "ands," "fors," "bys/' 

VOL. VIII. 10 
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Hath wasted, not alone my strength, but meansy 
And leaves us — no I this is beyond me ! * — but 
For this I had been happy — thou been happy — 
The splendor of my rank sustained — my name — 
My father's name — been still upheld ; and, more 
"Than those 

Jos. {abruptly). My son — our son — our Ulric, 
Been clasped again in these long-empty arms, 
And all a mother's hunger satisfied. 
Twelve years! he was but eight then : — beautiful 
He was, and beautiful he must be now. 
My Ulric ! my adored ! 

Wer. I have been full oft 

The chase of Fortune ; now she hath o'ertaken 
My spirit where it cannot turn at bay, — 
Sick, poor, and lonely. 

'* bnts," and the like, are the most common conclnsions of a 
line; there is no ease, no flow, no harmony, '*in linked sweet- 
ness long drawn ont:'* neither is there any thing of abnipt fiery 
Tigor to compensate for these defects. — Blackwood.] 

* [This is, indeed, beyond ns. If this be poetry, then we 
were wrong in taking his Lordship^s preface for prose. It will 
ran on ten feet as well as the rest — (See p. 186, mUk,) 

" Some of the characters are modified 
Or altered, a few of the names changed, and 
One character (Ida of Stralenheim) 
Added by myself; bat in the rest the 
Original is chiefly followed. When 
I was young (about fourteen, I think) I 
First read this tale, which made a deep impreedon 
Upon me " — 

Nor is there a line in these so lame and halting, bat we ooold 
j)oint oat maay in the dramvad bad. — Campbell.] 
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Jos, Lonely ! my deal* husband ? 

Wer, Or worse — involving all I love, in this 
Far worse than solitude. Alone, I had died, 
And all been over in a nameless grave. 

Jos. And I had not outlived thee ; but pray take 
Comfort ! We have struggled long ; and they who 

strive 
With Fortune win or weary her at last. 
So that they find the goal or cease to feel 
Further. Take comfort, — we shall find our boy. 

Wer, We were in sight of him, of every thing 
Which could bring compensation for past sorrow — 
And to be baffled thus ! 

Jos. We are not baffled. 

Wer. Are we not penniless ? 

Jos. We ne'er were wealthy. 

Wer. But I was bom to wealth, and rank, and 
power ; 
Enjoyed them, loved them, and, alas ! abused them, 
And forfeited them by my father's wrath. 
In my o'er-fervent youth ; but for the abuse 
Long sufierings have atoned. My father's death 
Left the path open, y^t not without snares* 
This cold and creeping kinsman, who so long 
Kept his eye on m^, as the snake upon 
The fluttering bird, hath ere this time outstept me, 
Become the master of my rights, and lord 
Of that which lifts him up to princes in 
Dominion and domain. 

Jos. Who knows ? our son 
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Maj have returned back to his grandsire, and 
Even now uphold thy rights for thee ? 

Wer. 'Tis hopeless. 

Since his strange disappearance from my father^s. 
Entailing, as it were, my sins upon 
Himself, no tidings have revealed his course. 
I parted with him to his grandsire, on 
The promise that his anger would stop short 
Of the third generation ; but Heaven seems 
To claim her stem prerogative, and visit 
Upon my boy his father's faults and follies. 

Jos. I must hope better still, — at least we have yet 
Baffled the long pursuit of Stralenheim. 

Wer. We should have done, but for this fatal 
sickness ; 
More fatal than a mortal malady. 
Because it takes not life, but life's sole solace : 
Even now I feel my spirit girt about 
By the snares of this avaricious fiend ; — 
How do I know he hath not tracked us here ? 

Jos. He does not know thy person ; and his spies, 
Who so long watched thee, have been left at Ham- 
burgh. 
Our unexpected journey, and this change 
Of name, leaves all discovery far behind : 
None hold us here for aught save what we seem. 

Wer. Save what we seem I save what we are — 
sick beggars, 
Even to our very hopes. — Ha I ha I 

Jos. Alas I 

That bitter laugh I 
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Wer, Who would read in this form 

The high soul of the son of a long line ? 
WhOf in this garb, the heir of princely lands ? 
WkOf in this sunken, sickly eye, the pride 
Of rank and ancestry ? In this worn cheek 
And famine-hollowed brow, the lord of halls 
Which daily feast a thousand vassals ? 

Joi. You 

Pondered not thus upon these worldly things. 
My Werner ! when you deigned to choose for bride 
The foreign daughter of a wandering exile. 

Wer. An exile's daughter with an outcast son 
Were a fit marriage ; but I still had hopes 
To lift thee to the state we both were bom for. 
Your father's house was noble, though decayed ; 
And worthy by its birth to match with ours. 
Jos. Your father did not think so, though 't was 
noble ; 
But had my birth been all my claim to match 
With thee, I should have deemed it what it is. 

Wer. And what is that in thine eyes ? 
Jos* All which it 

Has done in our behalf, — nothing. 

Wer. How, — nothing? 

Jos. Or worse ; for it has been a canker in 
Thy heart from the beginning : but for this, 
We had not felt our poverty but as 
Millions of myriads feel it, cheerfully ; 
But for these phantoms of thy feudal fathers. 
Thou mightst have earned thy bread, as thousands 
earn it; 
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Or, if that seem too humble, tried by commerce, 
Or other dvic means, to amend thy fortunes. 
Wer. (ironically). And been an Hanseatic burgher? 

Excellent I 
Jos, Whate'er thou mightst have been, to me 

thou art 
What no state high or low can ever change, 
My heart's first choice ; — which chose thee, know- 

ing neither 
Thy birth, thy hopes, thy pride ; nought, save thy 

sorrows : 
While they last, let me comfort or divide them ; 
When they end, let mine end with them, or thee 1 * 
Wer. My better angel I such I have ever found 

thee; 
This rashness, or this weakness of my temper. 
Ne'er raised a thought to injure thee or thine. 
Thou didst not mar my fortunes : my own nature 
In youth was such as to unmake an empire. 
Had such been my inheritance ; but now. 
Chastened, subdued, out^wom, and taught to know 
Myselfi — to lose this for our son and thee I 
Trust me, when, in my two-and-twentieth spring. 
My father barred me from my father's house, 

♦ [Werner's wife, Josephine, with the exception of Ida, the 
only female in the drama, is an example of trae and spotless 
virtue. A tme woman, she not only well maintains the character 
of her sex hy general integrity, hut equally displays the endear- 
ing, soft, and unshaken affection of a wife; cherishing and com- 
forting a suffering hushand throughout all the adversities of his 
fate, and all the errors of his own conduct. — Monxhlt Bev.] 
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The last sole scion of a thousand sires, 

(For I was then the last,) it hnrt me less 

Than to behold my boy and my boy's mother 

Excluded in their innocence from what 

My faults deserved — exclusion ; although then 

My passions were aU living serpents, and 

Twined like the gorgon's round me. 

[^A loud knocking is heard, 
Jos, Hark! 

Wer. A knocking ! 

Jos. Who can it be at this lone hour ? We have 
Few visitors. 

. Wer, And poverty hath none, 

Save those who come to make it poorer stilL 
Well, I am prepared. 

[Wkrneb piUs his hand into his bosom, as if 
to search for some weapon. 
Jos. Oh ! do not look so. I 

Will to the door. It cannot be of import 
In this lone spot of wintry desolation : — 
The very desert saves man from mankind. 

[4S%e goes to tlte door. 

Enter Idenstein.* 

Iden. A fair good evening to my fiairer hostess 
And worthy What 's your name, my firiend ? 

* [The most anmsing fellow in the drama Ib Monsieur Iden- 
stein ; who makee the finest speech, too, beyond comparison, of 
any of the personages. The only wonder is, where he got it. — 
EcL. Bey.] 
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Wer. Are you 

Not afraid to demand it ? 

Iden. Not afraid ? 

Egad I I am afraid. You look as if 
I asked for something better than your name, 
By the face you put on it. 

Wer. Better, sir 1 

Iden. Better or worse, like matrimony : what 
Shall I say more ? You have been a guest this month 
Here in the prince's palace — (to be sure, 
His highness had resigned it to the ghosts 
And rats these twelve years — but 'tis still a pal- 
ace) — 
I say you have been our lodger, and as yet 
We do not know your name. 

Wer. My name is Werner. 

Iden. A goodly name, a very worthy name 
As e'er was gilt upon a trader's board : 
I have a cousin in the lazaretto 
Of Hamburgh, who has got a wife who bore 
The same. He is an officer of trust, 
Surgeon's assistant (hoping to be surgeon). 
And has done miracles i' the way of business. 
Perhaps you are related to my relative ? 

Wer. To yours ? 

Jos. Oh, yes ; we are, but distantly. 

[Aside to Webneb. 
Cannot you humor the dull gossip till 
We learn his purpose ? 

Iden. Welly I am glad of that ; 
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I thought so all along, such natural yearnings 
Played round my heart: — blood is not water, 

cousin ; 
And so let's have some wine, and drink unto 
Our better acquaintance : relatives should be 
Friends. 

Wer, You appear to have drank enough already; 
And if you had not, I've no wine to offer. 
Else it were yours : but this you know, or should 

know: 
You see I am poor, and sick, and will not see 
That I would be alone ; but to your business I 
What brings you here ? 

Iden. Why, what should bring me here ? 

Wer. I know not, though I think that I could 
guess 
That which will send you hence. 

Jos. {aside). Patience, dear Werner I 

Iden. You don't know what has happened, then ? 

Jos. How should we ? 

Iden. The river has o'erflowed. 

Jos. Alas ! we have known 

That to our sorrow for these five days ; since 
It keeps us here. 

Iden. But what you don't know is, 

That a great personage, who fain would cross 
Against the stream and three postilions' wishes, 
Is drowned below the ford, with Ave post-horses, 
A monkey, and a mastiff, and a valet. 
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Jos, Poor creatures I are you sure ? 

Iden. Yes, of the monkey, 

And the valet, and the cattle ; but as yet 
We know not if his excellency 's dead 
Or no ; your noblemen are hard to drown, 
As it is fit that men in office should be ; 
But what is certain is, that he has swallowed 
Enough of the Oder to have burst two peasants ; 
And now a Saxon and Hungarian traveller, 
Who, at their proper peril, snatched him from 
The whirling river, have sent on to crave 
A lodging, or a grave, according a« 
It may turn out with the live or dead body. 

Jos. And where will you receive him ? here, I 
hope. 
If we can be of service — say the word. 

Iden. Here ? no ; but in the prince's own apart- 
ment, 
As fits a noble guest: — 'tis damp, no doubt, 
Not having been inhabited these twelve years ; 
But then he comes from a much damper place, 
So scarcely will catch cold in 't, if he be 
Still liable to cold — and if not, why 
He'll be worse lodged to-morrow : ne'ertheless, 
I have ordered fire and all appliances 
To be got ready for the worst — that is, 
In case he should survive. 

Jos, Poor gentleman I 

I hope he will, with all my heart 
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Wer. Intendant, 

Have you not learned his name ? My Josephine, 

[^Aside to his wife. 
Retire : I'll sift this fool. {^Exit Josephine. 

Iden. His name ? oh Lord ! 

Who knows if he hath now a name or no ? 
'Tis time enough to ask it when he's able 
To give an answer ; or if not, to put 
His heir's upon his epitaph. Methought 
Just now you chid me for demanding names ? 

Wer. True, true, I did so; you say well and 
wisely. 

Enter Gabob. 
Gah. If I intrude, I crave 



Iden, Oh, no intrusion ! 

This is the palace ; this a stranger like 
Yourself; I pray you make yourself at home : 
But where 's his excellency ? and how fares he ? 

Gab. "Wetly and wearily, but out of peril : 
He paused to change his garments in a cottage, 
(Where I doffed mine for these, and came on 

hither) 
And has almost recovered from his drenching. 
He will be here anon. 

Iden. What ho, there I bustle ! 

Without there, Herman, Weilburg, Peter, Conrad I 
[ Gives directions to different servants who enter. 
A nobleman sleeps here to-night — see that 
All is in order in the damask chamber — 
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Keep up the stove — I will myself to the cellar — 

And Madame Idenstein (my consort, stranger,) 

Shall furnish forth the bed-apparel ; for, 

To say the truth, they are marvellous scant of this 

"Within the palace precincts, since his highness 

Left it some dozen years ago. And then 

His excellency will sup, doubtless ? 

Gah. Faith ! 

I cannot tell ; but I should think the pillow 
Would please him better than the table after 
His soaking in your river : but for fear 
Your viands should be thrown away, I mean 
To sup myself, and have a friend without 
Who will do honor to your good cheer with 
A traveller's appetite. 

Iden» But are you sure 

His excellency But his name: what is it? 

Gah, I do not know. 

Iden. And yet you saved his life. 

Gah, I helped my friend to do so. 

Iden. Well, that's strange, 

To save a man's life whom you do not know. 

Gah. Not so ; for there are some I know so well, 
I scarce should give myself the trouble. 

Iden. Pray, 

Good friend, and who may you be ? 

Gab. By my family, 

Hungarian. 

Iden. Which is called ? 

Gah. It matters little. 
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Iden. (aside), I think that all the world are 
grown anonymous, 
Since no one cares to tell me what he's called ! 
Pray, has his excellency a large suite ? 

Gc^, Sufficient 

Iden. How many ? 

Gah. I did not count them. 

We came up by mere accident, and just 
In time to drag him through his carriage window. 

Iden. Well, what would I give to save a great man I 
No doubt you 11 have a swinging sum as recompense* 

Gcdf. Perhaps. 

Iden. Now, how much do you reckon on ? 

Gab. I have not yet put up myself to sale : 
In the mean time, my best reward would be 
A glass of your Hockcheimer — a ffreen glass, 
Wreathed with rich grapes and Bacchanal devices, 
O'erflowing with the oldest of your vintage ; 
For which I promise you, in case you e'er 
Run hazard of being drowned, (although I own 
It seems, of all deaths, the least likely for you,) 
I'll pull you out for nothing. Quick, my friend, 
And think, for every bumper I shall quaff, 
A wave the less may roll above your head. 

Iden. (aside). I don 't much like this fellow — 
dose and dry 
He seems, two things which suit me not ; however 
Wine he shall have ; if that unlocks him not, 
I shall not sleep to-night for curiosity. 

IJSodt Idenstein. 
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Gab. {to WERifEB). This master of the cere- 
monies is 
The intendant of the palace, I presume : 
'Tis a fine building, but decayed. 

Wer. The apartment 

Designed for him you rescued will be found 
In fitter order for a sickly guest. 

Gab. I wonder then you occupied it not, 
For you seem delicate in health. 

Wer. {quicJdy), Sir! 

Gab. l^TSij 

Excuse me : have I said aught to offend you ? 

Wer. Nothing : but we are strangers to each other. 

Grab. And that's the reason I would have us 
less so : 
I thought our bustling guest without had said 
You were a chance and passing guest, the counterpart 
Of me and my companions. 

Wer. Very true. 

Gab. Then, as we never met before, and never, 
It may be, may again encounter, why, 
I thought to cheer up this old dungeon here 
(At least to me) by asking you to share 
The fare of my companions and myself. 

Wer* Pray, pardon me ; my health 

Gab. Even as you please. 

I have been a soldier, and perhaps am blunt 
In bearing. 

Wer. 1 have also served, and can 

Bequite a soldier's greeting. 
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Gab. In what service ? 

The Imperial ? 

Wer. {quicJdy, and then interrupting himself), I 
commanded — no — I mean 
I served ; but it is many years ago, 
When first Bohemia raised her banner 'gainst 
The Austrian. 

Gab, Well, that's over now, and peace 

Has turned some thousand gallant hearts adrift 
To live as they best may ; and, to say truth, 
Some take the shortest 

Wer. What is that? 

Gab. Whate'er 

They lay their hands on. All Silesia and 
Lusatia's woods are tenanted by bands 
Of the late troops, who levy on the country 
Their maintenance : the Ghatelains must keep 
Their castle walls — beyond them 'tis but doubtful 
Travel for your rich count or full-blown baron. 
My comfort is that, wander where I may, 
I've little left to lose now. 

Wer. And I — nothing. 

Gab. That's harder still. You say you were a 
soldier. 

Wer. I was. 

Croh. Yon look one stilL All soldiers are 

Or should be comrades, even though enemies. 
Our swords when drawn must cross, our engines aim 
(While levelled) at each other's hearts ; but when 
A truce, a peace, or what you will, remits 
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The steel into its scabbard, and lets sleep 

The spark which lights the matchlock, we are 

brethren. 
You are poor and sickly' — I am not rich but healthy; 
I want for nothing which I cannot want ; 
You seem devoid of this — wilt share it ? 

[Gabor pidls out Ms purse* 

Wer. Who 

Told you I was a beggar ? 

Gah. You yourself. 

In saying you were a soldier during peace-time. 

Wer, (looking at him with suspicion). You know 
me not ? 

Gah, I know no man, not even 

Myself: how should I then know one I ne'er 
Beheld till half an hour since ? 

Wer, Sir, I thank you. 

Your offer 's noble were it to a friend. 
And not unkind as to an unknown stranger, 
Though scarcely prudent ; but no less I thank you. 
I am a beggar in all save his trade ; 
And when I beg of any one, it shall be 
Of him who was the first to offer what 
Few can obtain by asking. Pardon me. 

[Exit Werner. 

Gab, (solus), A goodly fellow by his looks, though 
worn, 
As most good fellows are, by pain or pleasure, 
Which tear life out of us before our time ; 
I scarce know which most quickly : but he seems 
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To have seen better days, as who has not 
Who has seen yesterday ? — But here approaches 
Our sage intendant, with the wine : however, 
For the cup's sake I'll bear the cupbearer. 

Enter Idenstein. 

Iden. 'T is here! the supernaculum ! twenty years 
Of age, if 'tis a day. 

Gah. Which epoch makes 

Young women and old wine; and 'tis great pity, 
Of two such excellent things, increase of years, 
Which still improves the one, should spoil the other. 
Fill full — Here 's to our hostess ! — your fair wife ! 

l^Takes the gktss. 

Iden. Fair ! — WeU, I trust your taste in wine is 
equal 
To that you show for beauty ; but I pledge you 
Nevertheless. 

Gab. Is not the lovely woman 

I met in the adjacent hall, who, with 
An air, and port, and eye, which would have better 
Beseemed this palace in its brightest days 
(Though in a garb adapted to its present 
Abandonment), returned my salutation — 
Is not the same your spouse ? 

Iden, I would she were I 

But you 're mistaken : — that's the stranger's wife. 

Gab, And by her aspect she might be a prince's : 
Though time hath touched her too, she still retains 
Much beauty, and more majesty. 

VOL. vni. 11 
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Iden. And that 

Is more than I can say for Madame Idenstem, 
At least in beauty : as for majesty, 
She has some of its properties which might 
Be spared — but never mind I 

Gab, I don't. But who 

May be this stranger ? He too hath a bearing 
Above his outward fortunes. 

Iden. There I differ. 

He's poor as Job, and not so patient; but 
Who he may be, or what, or aught of him, 
Except his name (and that I only learned 
To-night), I know not 

Gab. But how came he here ? 

Iden. In a most miserable old caleche. 
About a month since, and immediately 
Fell sick, almost to death. He should have died. 

Gab. Tender and true ! — but why ? 

Iden. Why, what is life 

Without a living ? He has not a stiver. 

Gab. In that case, I much wonder that a person 
Of your apparent prudence should admit 
Guests so forlorn into this noble mansion. 

Iden. That's true ; but pity, as you know, does 
make 
One's heart commit these follies ; and besides, 
They had some valuables left at that time, 
Which paid their way up to the present hour ; 
And so I thought they might as well be lodged 
Here as at the small tavern, and I gave them 
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The run of some of the oldest palace rooms. 
Thej served to air them, at the least as long 
As they could pay for fire-wood. 

Gah. Poor souls ! 

Iden* Ajj 

Exceeding poor. 

Gah. And yet unused to poverty, 

If I mistake not. Whither were they going ? 

Iden. Oh! Heaven knows where, unless to 
heaven itself. ' 
Some days ago that looked the likeliest journey 
For Werner. 

Gah, Werner I I have heard the name : 

But it may be a feigned one. 

Iden, Like enough ! 

But hark ! a noise of wheels and voices, and 
A blaze of torches from without As sure 
As destiny, his excellency's come. 
I must be at my post : will you not join me. 
To help him from his carriage, and present 
Your humble duty at the door ? 

Gah. I dragged him 

From out that carriage when he would have given 
His barony or county to repel 
The rushing river from his gurgling throat 
He has valets now enough : they stood aloof then, 
Shaking their dripping ears upon the shore, 
All roaring " Help I " but offering none ; and as 
For duty (as you call it) — I did mine then, 
Now do yours. Hence, and bow and cringe him here ! 



164 WEBNEB, ACT I. 

Iden, /cringe ! — but I sliall lose the opportunity — 
Plague take it! he'll be here, and I not there! 

[Exit Idenstein hastily. 

Reenter Webneb. 

Wer. (to himself), I heard a noise of wheels and 
voices. How 
All sounds now jar me I 

Still here I Is he not [^Perceiving Gabob. 

A sp7 of my pursuer's ? His frank oflfer 
So suddenly, and to a stranger, wore 
The aspect of a secret enemy ; 
For friends are slow at such. 

Gab, Sir, you seem rapt ; 

And yet the time is not akin to thought, 
These old walls will be noisy soon. The baron, 
Or count (or whatsoe'er this half-drowned noble 
May be), for whom this desolate village and 
Its lone inhabitants show more respect 
Than did the elements, is come. 

Iden. (withotU). This way — 

This way, your excellency : — have a care, 
The staircase is a little gloomy, and 
Somewhat decayed ; but if we had expected 
So high a guest — Pray take my arm, my lord ! 

Miter Stbalenheih, Idenstein, and Attendants — 
partly his own, and partly Retainers of the Domain 
of which Idenstein is Intendant 

StraL 1 11 rest me. here a mom^it 
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Iden. {to the tervcmti). Ho ! a chair I 

Instantlj, knaves ! [Stralenheim sits doum. 

Wer. (aside). Tishe! 

StraL I'm better now. 

Who are these strangers ? 

Iden. Please you, my good lord. 

One sajs he is no stranger. 

Wer. (aloud and hastily). Who says that ? 

[2%«y look at him with surprise. 

Iden. Why, no one spoke of you or to you / — bat 
Here's one his excellency may be pleased 
To recognize. [Pointing to Gabob. 

Gab. I seek not to disturb 

His noble memory. 

Stral. I apprehend 

This is one of the strangers to whose aid 
I owe my rescue. Is not that the pther ? 

[Pointing to Webneb. 
My state when I was succored must excuse 
My uncertainty to whom I owe so much. 

Iden. Hel — no, my lordl he rather wants for 
rescue 
Than can afford it 'T is a poor sick man, 
Travel-tired, and lately risen from a bed 
From whence he never dreamed to rise. 

Stral. Methought 

That there were two. 

Gab. There were, in company ; 

But, in the service rendered to your lordship, 
I needs must say but one^ and he is absent 
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The chief part of whatever aid was rendered 

Was his : it was his fortune to be first 

My will was not inferior, but his strength 

And youth outstripped me ; therefore do not waste 

Your thanks on me. I was but a glad second 

Unto a nobler principal. 

Stral. Where is he ? 

An Atten, My lord, he tarried in the cottage where 
Your excellency rested for an hour. 
And said he would be here to-morrow. 

StrcU. Till 

That hour arrives, I can but offer thanks, 
And then 

Gab. I seek no more, and scarce deserve 
So much. My comrade may speak for himself. 

StrcU, {fixing his eyes upon Werner : then aside). 
It cannot be ! and yet he must be looked to. 
'Tis twenty years since I beheld him with 
These eyes ; and, though my agents still have kept 
Theirs on him, policy has held aloof 
My own from his, not to alarm him into 
Suspicion of my plan. Why did I leave 
At Hamburgh those who would have made assurance 
If this be he or no ? I thought, ere now, 
To have been lord of Siegendorf, and parted 
In haste, though even the elements appear 
To fight against me, and this sudden flood 
May keep me prisoner here till 

\He patisesy and looks at Werner ; then resumes. 

This man must 
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Be watched. If it is he, he is so changed, 
His father, rising from his grave again. 
Would pass him by unknown. I must be wary : 
An error would spoil all. 

Iden. Your lordship seems 

Pensive. Will it not please you to pass on ? 

Stral. 'Tis past fatigue which gives my weighed- 
down spirit 
An outward show of thought. I will to rest. 

Iden, The prince's chamber is prepared, with all 
The very furniture the prince used when 
Last here, in its full splendor. 

(Aside). Somewhat tattered, 
And devilish damp, but fine enough by torch-light ; 
And that's enough for your right noble blood 
Of twenty quarterings upon a hatchment ; 
So let their bearer sleep 'neath something like one 
Now, as he one day will forever lie. 

Strcd. (rising and turning to Gabor). Good 
night, good people ! Sir, I trust to-morrow 
Will find me apter to requite your service. 
In the mean time I crave your company 
A moment in my chamber. 

Gab. I attend you. 

/Sfro/. (ajier a few steps, pauses, and caUs Wer- 
ner). Friend! 

Wer. Sir I 

Iden. Sir ! Lord — oh Lord ! Why do n't you say 
His lordship, or his excellency ? Pray 
My lord, excuse this poor man's want of breeding : 
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He hath not been accustomed to admission 
To such a presence. 

Stral. (to Idenstein). Peace, intendant ! 

Iden. Ohl 

I km dumb. 

Stral. (to Werner). Have you been long here ? 

Wer, Long ? 

Stral. I sought 

An answer, not an echo. 

Wer. You may seek 
Both from the walls. I am not used to answer 
Those whom I know not. 

Stral. Indeed ! Ne'er the less, 

You might reply with courtesy to what 
Is asked in kindness. 

Wer. When I know it such, 

I will requite — that is, reph/ — in unison. 

Stral. The intendant said, you had been detained 
by sickness — 
If I could aid you — journeying the same way ? 

Wer. (quickly). I am not journeying the same 
way I 

Stral. How know ye 

That, ere you know my route ? 

Wer. Because there is 

But one way that the rich and poor must tread 
Together. You diverged from that dread path 
Some hours ago, and I some days : henceforth 
Our roads must lie asunder, though they tend 
All to one home. 
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Stral. Your language is above 

Your station. 

Wer, (bitterly). Is it? 

StrcU. 01*9 at leasts beyond 

Your garb. 

Wer. 'T is well that it is not beneath ity 

As sometimes happens to the better dad. 
But, in a word, what would you with me ? 

StraL (startled). I? 

Wer. Yes — you ! You know me not, and ques- 
tion me. 
And wonder that I answer not — not knowing 
My inquisitor. Explain what you would have, 
And then I'll satisfy yourself, or me. 

StrtzL I knew not that you had reasons for 
reserve. 

Wer. Many have such : — Have you none ? 

Stral. JSfone which can 

Interest a mere stranger. 

Wer. Then forgive 

The same unknown and humble stranger, if 
He wishes to remain so to the man 
Who can have nought in common with him. 

StraL Sir, 

I will not balk your humor, though untoward : 
I only meant you service— -but good night 1 
Intendant, show the way I (to Gabob)^ Sir, you 
will with me ? 
[^Exeunt Stbalenhbih and attendants; Idbh- 
STEIN and Gabob. 
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Wer. (solus). 'Tis he ! I am taken in the toils. 
Before 
I quitted Hamburgh, Giulio, his late steward, 
Informed me that he had obtained an order 
From Brandenburg's elector, for the arrest 
Of Kruitzner (such the name I then bore) when 
I came upon the frontier ; the free city 
Alone preserved my freedom — till I left 
Its walls — fool that I was to quit them ! But 
I deemed this humble garb, and route obscure, 
Had baffled the slow hounds in their pursuit. 
What 's to be done ? He knows me not by person ; 
Nor could aught, save the eye of apprehension. 
Have recognized him, after twenty years, 
We met so rarely and so coldly in 
Our youth. But those about him ! Now I can 
Divine the frankness of the Hungarian, who 
No doubt is a mere tool and spy of Stralenheim's, 
To sound and to secure me. Without means I 
Sick, poor — begirt too with the flooding rivers, 
Impassable even to the wealthy, with 
All the appliances which purchase modes 
Of overpowering peril with men's lives, — 
How can I hope ! An hour ago methought 
My state beyond despair ; and now, *t is such. 
The past seems paradise. Another day. 
And I'm detected, — on the very eve 
Of honors, rights, and my inheritance, 
VHien a few drops of gold might save me still 
In favoring an escape. 
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Miter Idi^nstein and Fbitz %n conversation, 

Fritz. Immediatelj. 

Iden. I tell you, 'tis impossible. 

Fritz, It must 

Be tried, however ; and if one express 
Fail, you must send on others, till the answer 
Arrives from Frankfort, from the commandant* 

Iden, I will do what I can. 

Fritz, And recollect 

To spare no trouble ; you will be repaid 
Tenfold. 

Iden, The baron is retired to rest? 

Fritz, He hath thrown himself into an easy chair 
Beside the fire, and slumbers ; and has ordered 
He may not be disturbed until eleven, 
When he will take himself to bed. 

Iden, Before 

An hour is past I'll do my best to serve him. 

Fritz. Remember I \Exit Fritz. 

Iden, The devil take these great men I they 

Think all things made for them. Now here must I 
Bouse up some half a dozen shivering vassals 
From their scant pallets, and, at peril of 
Their lives, despatch them o'er the river towards 
Frankfort. Methinks the baron's own experience 
Some houi*3 ago might teach him fellow-feeling : 
But no, " it must" and there's an end. How now ? 
Are you there, Mynheer Werner ? 

Wer. You have left 

Your noble guest right quickly. 
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Ideiu Yes — he 's dozing, 

And seems to like that none should sleep besides. 
Here is a packet for the commandant 
Of Frankfort, at all risks and all expenses ; 
But I must not lose time: Good night! [^Mcit Iden. 

Wer. « To Frankfort ! " 

So, so, it thickens ! A7, " the commandant" 
This tallies well with all the prior steps 
Of this cool, calculating fiend, who walks 
Between me and my father's house. No doubt 
He writes for a detachment to convey me 
Into some secret fortress. — Sooner than 
This 

[Werner looks around, and snatches up a knife 
lying on a table in a recess. 
Now I am master of myself at least 
Hark, — footsteps I How do I know that Stralenheim 
Will wait for even the show of that authority 
Which is to overshadow usurpation ? 
That he suspects me's certain. I'm alone ; 
He with a numerous train. I weak ; he strong 
In gold, in numbers, rank, authority. 
I nameless, or involving in my name 
Destruction, till I reach my own domain ; 
He full-blown with his titles, which impose 
Still further on these obscure petty burghers 
Than they could do elsewhere. Hark I nearer still I 
I'll to the secret passage, which communicates 

With the No ! all is silent — 'twas my fancy ! — 

Still as the breathless interval between 
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The flash and thunder : — I must hush my sotd 

Amidst its perils. Yet I will retire, 

To see if still be unexplored the passage 

I wot of: it will serve me as a den 

Of secrecy for some hours, at the worst. 

[Webneb draws a panel, and exit, closing it 

after him. 

» 

Enter Gabob and Josephine. 

Gab, Where is your husband ? 

Jos. Here, I thought : I left him . 

Not long since in his chamber. But these rooms 
Have many outlets, and he may be gone 
To accompany the intendant. 

Gab, Baron Stralenheim 

Put many questions to the intendant on 
The subject of your lord, and, to be plain, 
I have my doubts if he means weU. 

Jos. Alas ! 

What can there be in common with the proud 
And wealthy baron, and the unknown Werner ? 

Gab, That you know best. 

Jos. Or, if it were so, how 

Come you to stir yourself in his behalf. 
Rather than that of him whose life you saved ? 

Gab. I helped to save him, as in peril ; but 
I did not pledge myself to serve him in 
Oppression. I know well these nobles, and 
Their thousand modes of trampling on the poor. 
I have proved them ; and my spirit boils up when 
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I find them practising against the weak : — 
This is my only motive. 

Jos. It would be 

Not easy to persuade my consort of 
Your good intentions. 

Gah, Is he so suspicious ? 

Jos, He was not once ; but time and troubles have 
Made him what you beheld. 

Gah, I'm sorry for it 

Suspicion is a heavy armor, and 
With its own weight impedes more than protects. 
Good night ! I trust to meet with him at daybreak. 

\^Exit Gabob. 

Beenter Idenstein and some Peasants. Josephinb 

retires up the HaU. 

First Peasant. But if I'm drowned? 

Iden. Why, you will be well paid for 't, 
And have risked more than drowning for as much^ 
I doubt not. 

Second Peasant. But our wives and families ? 

Iden. Cannot be worse off than they are, and may 
Be better. 

Third Peasant. I have neither, and will venture. 

Iden. That 's right A gallant carle, and fit to be 
A soldier. I '11 promote you to the ranks 
In the prince's body-guard — if you succeed ; 
And you shall have besides, in sparkling coin. 
Two thalers. 

Third Peasant. No more ! 



SCENE I. A TBAGEDT. 175 

Iden. ' Out upon your avarice I 

Can that low vice alloy so much ambition ? 
I tell thee, fellow, that two thalers in 
Small change will subdivide into a treasure. 
Do not five hundred thousand heroes daily 
Risk lives and souls for the tithe of one thaler? 
When had you half the sum ? 

Third Peasant. Never — but ne'er 

The less I must have three. 

Iden. Have you forgot 

Whose vassal you were bom, knave ? 

Third Peasant. No — the prince^ 

And not the stranger's. 

Iden. Sirrah ! in the prince's 

Absence, I'm sovereign ; and the baron is 
My intimate connection ; — " Cousin Idenstein I 
(Quoth he) you'll order out a dozen villains." 
And so, you villains ! troop — march — march, I say ; 
And if a single dog's-ear of this packet 
Be sprinkled by the Oder — look to it I 
For every page of paper, shall a hide 
Of yours be stretched as parchment on a drumi 
Like Ziska's skin, to beat alarm to all 
Refractory vassals, who can not effect 
Impossibilities — Away, ye earth worms ! 

[Exit^ driving them ouL 

Jos. (coming forward). 1 fain would shun these 
scenes, too oft repeated. 
Of feudal tyranny o'er petty victims ; 
I cannot aid, and will not witness such. 



176 WERNER, ACT I. 

Even here, in this remote, unnamed, dull spot, 

The dimmest in the district's map, exist 

The insolence of wealth in poverty 

O'er something poorer still — the pride of rank 

In servitude, o'er something still more servile ; 

And vice in misery affecting still 

A tattered splendor. What a state of being I 

In Tuscany, my own dear sunny land, 

Our nobles were but citizens and merchants. 

Like Cosmo. We had evils, but not such 

As these ; and our all-ripe and gushing, valleys 

Made poverty more cheerful, where each herb 

Was in itself a meal, and every vine 

Rained, as it were, the beverage which makes glad 

The heart of man ; and the ne'er unfelt sun 

(But rarely clouded, and when clouded, leaving 

His warmth behind in memory of his beams) 

Makes the worn mantle, and the thin robe, less 

Oppressive than an emperor's jewelled purple. 

But, here I the despots of the north appear 

To imitate the ice-wind of their clime. 

Searching the shivering vassal through his rags, 

To wring his soul — as the bleak elements 

His form. And 'tis to be amongst these sovereigns 

My husband pants I and such his pride of birth — 

That twenty years of usage, such as no 

Father bom in a humble state could nerve 

His soul to persecute a son withal. 

Hath changed no atom of his early nature ; 

But I, bom nobly also, from my father's 
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Kindness was taught a different lesson. Father I 

May thy long-tried and now rewarded spirit 

Look down on us and our so long desired 

IJlric I I loye my son, as thou didst me ! 

What 's that ? Thou, Werner ! can it be ? and thus? 

Enter Werkek hastily ^ tvith the Jcmfe in his hand, hy 
the secret panel, which he closes hurriedly after kim. 

Wer. (not at first recognizing her). Discovered I 

then I 'U stab (recognizing her.) 

Ah! Josephine, 
Why art thou not at rest ? 

Jos. What rest ? My God I 

What doth this mean ? 

Wer. (showing a rotdeau). Here's gold — gold, 
Josephine, 
Will rescue us from this detested dungeon. 
Jos. And how obtained ? — that knife ! 
Wer. *T is bloodless — yet. 

Away — we must to our chamber. 
Jos. But whence comest thou ? 

Wer. Ask not ! but let us think where we shall 
go — 
This — this will make us way — (showing the gold)'^ 
1 11 fit them now. 
Jos. I dare not think thee guilty of dishonor. 
Wer. Dishonor! 
Jos. I have said it. 

Wer. Let us hence : 

'Tis the last night, I trust, that we need pass here. 
VOL. vin. 12 
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Jo9. And not the worst, I hope. 

Wer. Hope ! I make sure. 

But let us to our chamber. 

Job. Yet one question — 

What hast thou done f 

Wet. {fiercely). Left one thing undone^ which 
Had made all well : let me not think of it ! 
Away I 

Joe. Alas, that I should doubt of thee ! f ^oseitn/. 
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SCENE I. 

A HaU in the same Pcdace. 
Enter Idenstein and Others. 

Iden. Fine doings I goodly doings ! honest doings I 
A baron pillaged in a prince's palace ! 
Where, till this hour, such a sin ne'er was heard of. 

Erttz. It hardly could, unless the rats despoiled 
The mice of a few shreds of tapestry. 

Iden. Oh I that I e'er should live to see this day ! 
The honor of our city 's gone for ever. 

IVitz. Well, but now to discover the delinquent 
The baron is determined not to lose 
This sum without a search. 

Iden. And so am L 

.Fritz. But whom do you suspect? 
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Iden. Suspect ! all people 

Without — within — above — below — Heaven help 
me! 

Fritz. Is there no other entrance to the chamber ? 

Iden. None whatsoever. 

Fritz. Are you sure of that? 

Iden. Certain. I have lived and served here since 
my birthy 
And if there were such, must have heard of such, 
Or seen it. 

Fritz. Then it must be some one who 
Had access to the antechamber. < 

Iden. Doubtless. 

Fritz. The man called Werner 's poor I 

Iden. Poor as a miser. 

But lodged so far off, in the other wing, 
By which there 's no communication with 
The baron's chamber, that it can't be he. 
Besides, I bade him " good night " in the hall, 
Almost a mile off, and which only leads 
To his own apartment, about the same time 
When this burglarious, larcenous felony 
Appears to have been committed. 

Fritz. There 's another, 

The stranger 

Iden. The Hungarian ? 

Fritz. He who helped 

To fish the baron from the Oder. 

Ideri. Not 

Unlikely. But, hold -—might it not have been 
One of the suite? 
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Jo8. And not the worst, I hope. 

Wer, Hope ! I make sure. 

But let us to our chamber. 

Jos. Yet one question — 

What hast thou done ? 

Wer. {fiercely). Left one thing undonej which 
Had made all well : let me not think of it ! 
Away I 

Jos. Alas, that I should doubt of thee ! \ExevinL 
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SCENE I. 

A HaU in the same Palace. 

» 

Enter Idenstein and Others. 

Iden. Fine doings I goodly doings ! honest doings I 
A baron pillaged in a prince's palace ! 
Where, till this hour, such a sin ne'er was heard of. 

Fritz. It hardly could, unless the rats despoiled 
The mice of a few shreds of tapestry. 

Iden. Oh ! that I e'er should live to see this day I 
The honor of our city 's gone for ever. 

Fritz. Well, but now to discover the delinquent. 
The baron is determined not to lose 
This sum without a search. 

Iden. And so am L 

Fritz. But whom do you suspect? 
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Iden, Suspect ! all people 

Without — within — above — below — Heaven help 
me! 

IHtz, Is there no other entrance to the chamber ? 

Iden. None whatsoever. 

Fritz, Are you sure of that? 

Iden. Certain. I have lived and served here since 
my birth, 
And if there were such, must have heard of such, 
Or seen it. 

Fritz. Then it must be some one who 
Had access to the antechamber. ' 

Iden. Doubtless. 

Fritz. The man called Werner 's poor ! 

Iden. Poor as a miser. 

But lodged so far off, in the other wing. 
By which there 's no commimication with 
The baron's chamber, that it can't be he. 
Besides, I bade him " good night " in the hall, 
Almost a mile off, and which only leads 
To his own apartment, about the same time 
When this burglarious, larcenous felony 
Appears to have been committed. 

Fritz. There 's another, 

The stranger 

Iden. The Hungarian? 

Fritz. He who helped 

To fish the baron from the Oder. 

Iden. Not 

Unlikely. But, hold — * might it not have been 
One of the suite? 
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Fritz. How? TTc, sir! 

Iden. No — not you^, 

But some of the inferior knaves. You say 
The baron was asleep in the great chair — 
The velvet chair — in his embroidered night-gown ; 
His toilet spread before him, and upon it 
A cabinet with letters, papers, and 
Several rouleaux of gold ; of which one only 
Has disappeared : — the door unbolted, with 
No difficult access to any. 

Fritz. Grood sir. 

Be not so quick ; the honor of the corps 
Which forms the baron's household's unimpeached 
From steward to scullion, save in the fair way 
Of peculation ; such as in accompts, 
Weights, measures, larder, cellar, buttery. 
Where all men take their prey ; as also in 
Postage of letters, gathering of rents. 
Purveying feasts, and understanding with 
The honest trades who furnish noble masters : 
But for your petty, picking, downright thievery. 
We scorn it as we do board-wages. Then 
Had one of our folks done it, he would not 
Have been, so poor a spirit as to hazard 
His neck fcH* one rouleau, but have swooped all ; 
Also the cabinet, if portable. 

Xdmu There is some sense in that 

Fritz, No, sir, be sure 

'T was none of our corps ; but some petty, trivial 
Picker and stealer, without art or genius. 
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The only qnestion is — Who else could have 
Access, save the Hungarian and yourself? 

Iden, You don't mean me ? 

Fritz. No, sir; I honor more 

Your talents 

Ideiu And my principles, I hope. 

Fritz. Of course. But to the point: What's to 
be done ? [said. 

Iderh. Nothing — but there's a good deal to be 
Well offer a reward ; move heaven and earth, 
And the police (though there's none nearer than 
Frankfort) ; post notices in manuscript 
(For we 've no printer) ; and set by my clerk 
To read them (for few can, save he and I). 
We'll send out villains to strip beggars, and 
Search empty pockets ; also, to arrest 
All gipsies, and ill-clothed and sallow people. 
Prisoners we'll have at least, if not the culprit; 
And for the baron's gold — if 'tis not found, 
At least he shall have the full satisfaction 
Of melting twice its substance in the raising 
The ghost of this rouleau. Here 's alchemy 
For your lord's losses ! 

Fritz. He hath found a better. 

Iden. Where? 

Fritz. In a most immense inheritance. 

The late Count Siegendorf, his distant kinsman. 
Is dead near Prague, in his castle, and my lord 
Is on his way to take possession. 

Iden. Was there 

No heir ? 
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Fritz, Oh, yes ; but he has disappeared 
Long from the world's eye, and perhaps the world. 
A prodigal son, beneath his father's ban 
For the last twenty years ; for whom his sire 
Refused to kill the fatted calf ; and, therefore, 
If living, he must chew the husks still. But 
The baron would find means to silence him. 
Were he to reappear : he 's politic. 
And has much influence with a certain court. 

Iden. He 's fortunate. 

Fritz, Tis true, there is a grandson. 

Whom the late count reclaimed from his son's hands 
And educated as his heir ; but then 
His birth is doubtful. 

Iden, How so ? 

Fritz, His sire made 

A left-hand, love, imprudent sort of marriage. 
With an Italian exile's dark-eyed daughter : 
Noble, they say, too ; but no match for such 
A house as Siegendorf 's. The grandsire ill 
Could brook the alliance ; and could ne'er be brought 
To see the parents, though he took the son. 

Iden, If he's a lad of mettle, he may yet 
Dispute your claim, and weave a web that may 
Puzzle your baron to unravel. 

Fritz. Why, 

For mettle, he has quite enough : they say. 
He forms a happy mixture of his sire 
And grandsire's qualities, — impetuous as 
The former, and deep as the latter ; but 
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The strangest is, that he too disappeared 
Some months ago. 

Iden. The devil he did ! 

Fritz, Wl^y> yes : 

It must have been at his suggestion, at 
An hour so critical as was the eve 
Of the old man's death, whose heart was broken by it. 

Iden. Was there no cause assigned ? 

Fritz. Plenty, no doubt, 

And none perhaps the true one. Some averred 
It was to seek his parents ; some because 
The old man held his spirit in so strictly 
(But that could scarce be, for he doted on him) ; 
A third believed he wished to serve in war. 
But peace being made soon after his departure, 
He might have since returned, were that the motive ; 
A fourth set charitably have surmised. 
As there was something strange and mystic in him, 
That in the wild exuberance of his nature 
He had joined the black bands, who lay waste 

Lusatia, 
The mountains of Bohemia and Silesia, 
Since the last years of war had dwindled into 
A kind of general condottiero system 
Of bandit warfare ; each troop with its chief, 
And all against mankind. 

Iden, That cannot be. 

A young heir, bred to wealth and luxury. 
To risk his life and honors with disbanded 
Soldiers and desperadoes I 
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IVitz, Heaven best knows I 

But there are human natures so allied 
Unto the savage love of enterprise, 
That thej will seek for peril as a pleasure. 
I've heard that nothing can reclaim your Indian, 
Or tame the tiger, though their infancy 
Were fed on milk and honey. After all. 
Your Wallenstein, your Tilly and Gustavus, 
Your Bannier, and your Torstenson and Weimar, 
Were but the same thing upon a grand scale ; 
And now that they are gone, and peace proclaimed^ 
They who would follow the same pastime must 
Pursue it on their own account Here comes 
The baron, and the Saxon stranger, who 
Was his chief aid in yesterday*s escape, 
But did not leave the cottage by the Oder 
Until this morning. 

Miter Stbalenhbim and Ulbio. 

&raL Since you have refused 
All compensation, gentle stranger, save 
Inadequate thanks, you almost check even them 
Making me feel the worthlessness of words, 
And blush at my own barren gratitude. 
They seem so niggardly, compared with what 
Your courteous courage did in my behalf 

Vlr. I pray you press the theme no further. 

Stral. But 

Can I not serve you ? You are young, and of 
That mould which throws out heroes ; fair in favor, 
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Brave, I know, hj my living now to say so ; 

And doubtlessly, with such a form and heart, 

Would look into the fiery eyes of war. 

As ardently for glory as you dared 

An obscure death to save an unknown stranger 

In an as perilous, but opposite, element. 

You are made for the service : 1 have served ; 

Have rank by birth and soldiership, and friends, 

Who shall be yours. 'Tis true this pause of peace 

Favors such views at present scantily ; 

But 'twill not last, men's spirits are too stirring ; 

And, after thirty years of conflict, peace 

Is but a petty war, as the times show us 

In every forest, or a mere armed truce. 

War will reclaim his own; and, in the mean time, 

You might obtain a post, which would insure 

A higher soon, and, by my influence, fail not 

To rise. I speak of Brandenburg, wherein 

I stand weJll with the elector ; in Bohemia, 

Like you, I am a stranger, and we are now 

Upon its frontier. 

Ulr. You perceive my garb 

Is Saxon, and of course my service due 
To my own sovereign. If I must decline 
Your ofler, 'tis with the same feeling which 
Induced it. 

Stral. Why, this is mere usury ! 
I owe my life to you, and you refuse 
The acquittance of the interest of the debt, 
To heap more obligations on me, till 
I bow beneath them. 
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Ulr, You shall say so wlien 

I claim the payment. 

SlraL Well, sir, since you will not — 

You are nobly bom ? 

Ulr, I have heard my kinsmen say so* 

Stral, Your actions show it Might I ask your 
name? 

Vlr. Ulric. 

Stral. Your house's ? 

Uln When I 'm worthy of it, 

1 11 answer you. 

Stral. (aside). Most probably an Austrian, 
Whom these unsettled times forbid to boast 
His lineage on these wild and dangerous frontiers, 
Where the name of his country is abhorred. 

[Aloud to Fritz and Idensteht. 
So, sirs I how have ye sped in your researches ? 

Iden. Indifferent weU, your excellency. 

Stral. Then 

I am to deem the plunderer is caught ? 

Iden. Humph I — not exactly. 

Stral. Or at least suspected ? 

Iden, Oh ! for that matter, very much suspected. 

Stral. Who may he be ? 

Iden, Why, do n't you know, my lord ? 

Stral. How should I ? I was fast asleep. 

Iden, And so 

Was I, and that 's the cause I know no more 
Than does your excellency. 

Stral. Dolt ! 

Id&n. Why, if 
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' Your lordship, being robbed, do n't recognize 
The rogue ; how should I, not being robbed, iden- 
tify 
The thief among so many ? In the crowd. 
May it please your excellency, your thief looks 
Exactly like the rest, or rather better : 
'T is only at the bar and in the dungeon 
That wise men know your felon by his features ; 
But I '11 engage, that if seen there but once, 
Whether he be found criminal or no, 
HLs face shall be so. 

StrcH, {to Fritz). Prithee, Fritz, inform me 
What hath been done to trace the fellow ? 

Fritz. Faith ! 

My lord, not much as yet, except conjecture. 

Strcd. Besides the loss (which, I must own, affects 
me 
Just now materially), I needs would find 
The villain out of public motives ; for 
So dexterous a spoiler, who could creep 
Through my attendants, and so many peopled 
And lighted chambers, on my rest, and snatch 
The gold before my scarce-closed eyes, would soon 
Leave bare your borough, Sir Intendant ! 

Men, True ; 

If there were aught to carry off, my lord. 

Vlr. What is all this ? 

Stral, You joined us but this morning. 

And have not heard that I was robbed last night. 

Vlr, Some rumor of it reached me as I passed 
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The outer chambers of the palace, but 
I know no further, 

StroiL It is a strange business ; 

The intendant can inform jou of the facts. 

Ideru Most willingly. You see 

Strdt. (impatiently). Defer yoiur tale. 

Till certain of the hearer's patience. 

Iden. That 
Can only be approved by proofs. You see 

StrctL (again interrupting him, and addressing 
Ulric). 
In short, I was asleep upon a chair, 
My cabinet before me, with some gold 
Upon it (more than I much like to lose. 
Though in part only) : some ingenious person 
Contrived to glide through all ifij own attendants. 
Besides those of the place, and bore away 
A hundred golden ducats, which to find 
I would be fain, and there 's an end. Perhaps 
You (as I still am raljier faint) would add 
To yesterday's great obligation, this, 
Though slighter, yet not slight, to aid these men 
(Who seem but lukewarm) in recovering it ? 

Ulr, Most willingly, and without loss of time — 
( To Idenstein.) Come hither, mynheer I 

Iden. ' But so much haste bodes 

Right little speed, and — 

TJlr. Standing motionless 

None ; so let 's march : we '11 talk as we go on. 

Iden* But 
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Ulr. Show the spot, and then 1 11 answer joxXk 
Fritz, I will, sir, with his exoellency*s leave. 
StrcH. Do so, and take yon old ass with you. 
Fritz, Hence I 

Vlr. Come on, old oracle, expound thy riddle I 

\^Exit with Idekstein and Fritz. 
Stral, (solus), A stalwart, active, soldier-looking 
stripling. 
Handsome as Hercnlas ere his first labor, 
And with a brow of thought beyond his years 
When in repose, till his eye kindles up 
In answering yours. I wish I could engage him : 
I have need of some such spirits near me now, 
For this inheritance is worth a struggle. 
And though I am not the man to yield without one, 
Neither are they who now rise up between me 
And my desire. The boy, they say, *s a bold one ; 
But he hath played the truant in some hour 
Of freakish folly, leaving fortune to 
Champion his claims. That's well. The father, whom 
For years I Ve tracked, as does the blood-hound| 

never 
In sight, but constantly in scent, had put me 
To fault ; but here I have him, and that 's better* 
It must be he ! All circumstance proclaims it ; 
And careless voices, knowing not the cause 
Of my inquiries, still confirm it — Yes I 
The man, his bearing, and the mystery 
Of his arrival, and the time ; the account, too. 
The intendant gave (for I have not beheld her) 
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The outer chambers of the palace, but 
I know no further. 

StraL It is a strange business ; 

The intendant can inform you of the facts. 

Ideiu Most willingly. You see 

Stral, (impatiently). Defer yoiur tale. 

Till certain of the hearer's patience. 

Hen. That 
Can only be approved by proofs. You see 

Stral. (again interrupting Mm, and addressing 
Ulric). 
In short, I was asleep upon a chair, 
My cabinet before me, with some gold 
Upon it (more than I much like to lose, 
Though in part only) : some ingenious person 
Contrived to glide through all rpj own attendants. 
Besides those of the place, and bore away 
A hundred golden ducats, which to find 
I would be fain, and there 's an end. Perhaps 
You (as I still am ratjier faint) would add 
To yesterda/s great obHgation, this, 
Though slighter, yet not slight, to aid these men 
(Who seem but lukewarm) in recovering it ? 

Ulr. Most willingly, and without loss of time — 
(To Idenstein.) Come hither, mynheer I 

Iden. ' But so much haste bodes 

Right little speed, and — 

Ulr. Standing motionless 

None ; so let 's march : we 11 talk as we go on. 

Iden. But 
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Ulr, Show the spot, and then 1 11 answer jou. 

Fritz. I will, sir, with his exoellenc/s leave. 

Stral, Do so, and take yon old ass with you. 

Fritz, Hence I 

Vlr. Come on, old oracle, expound thy riddle I 

\_Exit with Idekstein and Fbitz. 

Stral, (solus). A stalwart, active, soldier-looking 
stripling. 
Handsome as Hercnlas ere his first labor, 
And with a brow of thought beyond his years 
When in repose, till his eye kindles up 
In answering yours. I wish I could engage him : 
I have need of some such spirits near me now, 
For this inheritance is worth a struggle. 
And though I am not the man to yield without one, 
Neither are they who now rise up between me 
And my desire. The boy, they say, *s a bold one ; 
But he hath played the truant in some hour 
Of freakish folly, leaving fortune to 
Champion his claims. That's well. The father, whom 
For years I 've tracked, as does the blood-hound| 

never 
In sight, but constantly in scent, had put me 
To fault ; but Iiere 1 have him, and tliat 's better* 
It must be he ! All circumstance proclaims it ; 
And careless voices, knowing not the cause 
Of my inquiries, still confirm it. — Yes ! 
The man, his bearing, and the mystery 
Of his arrival, and the time ; the account, too. 
The intendant gave (for I have not beheld her) 
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Of his wife's dignified but foreign aspect ; 

Besides the antipathy with which we met, 

As snakes and lions shrink back from each other 

By secret instinct that both must be foes 

Deadly, without being natural prey to either ; 

All — all — confirm it to my mind. However, 

We '11 grapple, ue'ertheless. In a few hours 

The order comes from Frankfort, if these waters 

Rise not the higher (and the weather favors 

Their quick abatement), and I '11 have him safe 

Within a dungeon, where he may avouch 

His real estate and name ; and there 's no harm done. 

Should he prove other than I deem. This robbery 

(Save for the actual loss) is lucky also : 

He's poor, and that's suspicious — he's unknown. 

And that's defenceless. — True, we have no proofs 

Of guilt, — but what hath he of innocence ? 

Were he a man indifferent to my prospects, 

In other bearings, I should rather lay 

The inculpation on the Hungarian, who 

Hath something which I like not ; and alone 

Of all around, except the intendant, and 

The prince's household and my own, had ingress 

Familiar to the chamber. 

Enter Gabob. 

Friend, how fare you ? 
Gah, As those who fare well everywhere, when 
they 
Have supped and slumbered, no great matter how — 
And you, my lord? 
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StraL Better in rest than purse : 

Mine inn is like to cost me dear. 

Gah, I heard 

Of your late loss ; but 'tis a trifle to 
One of your order. 

Stral, You would hardly think so, 

Were the loss yours. 

Gcib. I never had so much 

(At once) in my whole life, and therefore am not 
Fit to decide. But I came here to seek you. 
Your couriers are turned back — I have outstripped 

them, 
In my return. 

StraL You! — Why? 

Gah, I went at daybreak, 

To watch for the abatement of the river, 
As being anxious to resume my journey. 
Your messengers were all checked like myself; 
And, seeing the case hopeless, I await 
The current's pleasure. 

Strdl, Would the dogs were in it 1 

Why did they not, at least, attempt the passage ? 
I ordered this at all risks. 

Gah, Could you order 

The Oder to divide, as Moses did 
The Red Sea (scarcely redder than the flood 
Of the swoln stream), and be obeyed, perhaps 
They might have ventured. 

Stral, I must see to it : 

The knaves ! the slaves ! — but they shall smart for 
this. \^Exit Stbalenheim. 
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Gah. {solus). There goes my noble, feudal^ self- 
willed baron I 
Epitome of what brave chivalry 
The preux chevaliers of the good old times 
Have left us. Yesterday he would have given 
His lands (if he hath any), and, still dearer. 
His sixteen quarterings, for as much fresh air 
As would have filled a bladder, while he lay 
Gurgling and foaming half way through the window 
Of his o'erset and water-logged conveyance ; 
And now he storms at half a dozen wretches 
Because they love their lives too^ Yet, he's right: 
'Tis strange they should, when such as he may put 

them 
To hazard at his pleasure. Oh I thou world I 
Thou art indeed a melancholy jest I [Exit Gabob. 



SCENE n. 

The Apartment of "Werner, in the Palace. 
Enter Josephine and Ulric. 

Jos. Stand back, and let me look on thee again I 
My Ulric ! — my beloved ! — can it be — 
After twelve years ? 

XJlr. My dearest mother ! 

Jos. Yes I 

My dream is realized — how beautiful! — 
How more than all I sighed for ! Heaven receive 
A mother's thanks ! — a mother's tears of joy I 
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This is indeed ihj work I — At such an hour, too, 
He comes not onlj as a son, but saviour. 

Ulr. If such a joy await me, it must double 
What I now feel, and lighten from my heart 
A part of the long debt of duty, not 
Of love (for that was ne'er withheld) — forgive me I 
This long delay was not my fault 

Jos. I know it, 

But cannot think of sorrow now, and doubt 
If I e'er felt it, 'tis so dazzled from 
My memory by this oblivious transport I — 
My son ! 

Miter "Werner. 

Wer, What have we here, — more strangers ? 
Jos. No 1 

Look upon him I What do you see ? 

Wer. A stripling. 

For the first time 

Ulr. (kneeling). For twelve long years, my father I 

Wer. Oh, Gk)d I 

Jos. He faints I 

Wer. No — I am better now— 

Ulric ! (Mnbraces him.) 

Ulr. My father, Siegendorf 1 

Wer. (starting). Hush! boy* — 

The walls may hear that name I 

Ulr. What then ? 

Wer. Why, then— 

But we will talk of that anon. Kemember, 

VOL. VIII. 13 
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I must be known here but as "Werner. Come ! 
Come to my arms again ! Why, thou look'st all 
I should have been, and was not Josephine I 
Sure 'tis no father's fondness dazzles me ; 
But, had I seen that form amid ten thousand 
Youth of the choicest, my heart would have chosen 
This for my son ! 

Ulr, And yet you knew me not ! 

Wer, Alas ! I have had that upon my soul 
Which makes me look on all men with an eye 
That only knows the evil at first glance. 

Ulr. My memory served me far more fondly : I 
Have not forgotten aught ; and ofl-times in 
The proud and princely halls of — (I'll not name 

them,. 
As you say that 'tis perilous) — but i' the pomp 
Of your sire's feudal mansion, I looked back 
To the Bohemian mountains many a sunset, 
And wept to see another day go down 
O^er thee and me, with those huge hills between us. 
They shall not part us more. 

Wer. I know not that. 

Are you aware my. father is no more? 

Ulr. Oh, heavens! I left, him in a green old 
age. 
And looking like the oak, worn, but still steady 
Amidst the elements, whilst younger trees 
Fell fast around him. 'T was scarce three months 
ainca^ 

Wer. .Why did you leave him ? 
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Jos. (em^Moinff' TlLBioy. Ctai^ jcm a&k that 

question ? 
Is he not here f 

Wer. True ; he haUi sought his parBnts, 

And fbund them ; but^ oh I how, and in what state I 

Ulr, All shall be bettered. What we have to do 
Is to proceed, a;nd to assert our rights. 
Or rather yours ; for I waive all, unless 
Your father has disposed in such a sort 
Of his broad lands as to make mine the foremost^ 
So that I must prefbr mj claim for form : 
But I trust better, and that all is yours. 

Wer. Havo you not heard of Stralenheim? 

{77r. Isavedi^ 

His life but yesterday : he 's here.^ 

Wer. You saved- 

The serpent who will sting us all I 

Ulr. You i^eak 

Riddles : what is this Strtdenheim to us ? 

Wer. Every thing. One who claims our father's 
lands; 
Our distant kinsman, and our nearest foe. 

Ulr. I never heard his name till now. Thecount, 
Indeed, spoke sometimes of a kinsman, who, 
If his own line should fail, might be remotely 
Involved in the succession ; but his titles 
Were never named before me — and what then? 
His right must yield to ours. 

Wer. Ay, if at Prague: 

But here he is aUkpowerfid ; and has spread 
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I 

Snares for thy father, which, if hitherto 
He hath escaped them, is hj fortune, not 
By favor. 

Ulr. Doth he personally know you ? 

Wer. No ; hut he guesses shrewdly at my person, 
As he hetrayed last night ; and I, perhaps. 
But owe my temporary liberty 
To his uncertainty. 

Ulr. I think you wrong him 

(Excuse me for the phrase) ; but Stralenheim 
Is not what you prejudge him, or, if so, 
He owes me something both for past and present. 
I saved his life, he therefore trusts in me. 
He hath been plundered, too, since he came hither : 
Is sick ; a stranger ; and as such not now 
Able to trace the villain who hath robbed him : 
I have pledged myself to do so ; and the business 
Which brought me here was chiefly that : ♦ but I 
Have found, in searching for another's dross. 
My own whole treasure — you, my parents ! 

Wer^ {agitatedly). Who 

Taught you to mouth that name of " villain ? *' 

• [The following is the original passage in the novel: — " Stra- 
lenheim/* said Conrad, " does not appear to be altogether the 
man you take him for: but were it even otherwise, he owes me 
gratitude not only for the past, but for what he supposes to be 
my present employment. I saved his life, and he therefore 
places confidence in me. He hath been robbed last night — is 
sick — a stranger — and in no condition to discover the villain 
who has plundered him; and the business on which I sought 
the intendant was chiefly that," etc. — Miss Lee.] 
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Ulr. What 

More noble name belongs to common thieves ? 

Wer. Who taught you thus to brand an unknown 
being 
With an infernal stigma ? 

Ulr. MyownfeeHngs 

Taught me to name a ruffian from his deeds. 

Wer. Who taught you, long-sought and ill-found 
boy I that 
It would be safe for my own son to insult me ? 

Ulr. I named a villain. What is there in common 
With such a being and my father ? 

Wer, Every thing 1 

That ruffian is thy father ! ♦ 

Jos. Oh, my son I 
Believe him not — and yet! {her voice falters). 

Ulr. (starts, looks earnestly at Werner, and then 
says slowly,) And you avow it ? 

Wer, Ulric, before you dare despise your father, 
Learn to divine and judge his actions. Young, 
Rash, new to life, and reared in luxury's lap. 
Is it for you to measure passion's force, 

* [" ' Aud who,* said he, starting furfonsly from his seat, ' has 
entitled you to brand thus with ignominious epithets a being 
you do not Imow? Who,* ho added, with increasing agitation, 

* has taught you that it would be even safe for my son to insult 
me ?* — * It is not necessary to know the person of a ruffian,' 
replied Conrad indignantly, 'to give him the appellation he 
merits: — and what is there in common between my father and 
such a character? * — * Every thing,* said Siegendorf, bitterly, — 

* for that ruffian was your father ! * ** — Ibid.] 
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Or misery's temptation ? Wait — (not long, 
It Cometh like the night, and quickly) — Wait ! — 
Wait till, like me, your hopes are blighted * — ^till 
Sorrow and shame arc handmaids of your cabin ; 
Famine and poverty your guests at table ; 
Despair your bed-fellow — then rise, but not 
From sleep, and judge I Should that day e'er ar« 

rive — 
Should you see then the serpent, who hath coiled 
Himself around all that is dear and noble 
Of you and yours, lie slumbering in your path, 
With but his folds between your steps and happiness. 
When he, who lives but to tear from you name, 
Lands, life itself, lies at your mercy, with 
Chance your conductor ; midnight for your mantle ; 
The bare knife in your hand, and earth asleep, 
Even to your deadliest foe ; and he as 't were 
Inviting death, by looking like it, while 

• ["Conrad, before you thus presume to chastise me with 
your eye, learn to understand my actions. Young, and inexpe- 
rienced in the world — reposing hitherto in the bosom of indul- 
gence and luxury, is it for you to judge of the force of the 
passions, or the temptations of misery? Wait till, like me, you 
have blighted your fairest hopes — have endured humiliation and 
sorrow — poverty and famine — before you pretend to judge of 
their effects on you I Should that miserable day ever arrive — 
should you see the being at your mercy who stands between 
you and every thing that is dear or noble in life ! who is ready 
to tear from you your name — your inheritance — your very life 
itself — congratulate your own heart, if, like me, you are content 
with petty plunder, and are not tempted to exterminate a ser- 
pent, who now lives, pjBrhaps, to sting us all ! " — Ibid. J 
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His death alone can save you : *-^ Thank your God I 
If then, like me, content with pettj plunder. 
You turn aside 1 did so. 

Ulr. But 

Wer, {abruptly). Hear me I 

I will not brook a human voice — scarce dare 
Listen to my own (if that be human still) — 
Hear me 1 You do not know this man — I do.* 
He 's mean, deceitful, avaricious. You 
Deem yourself safe, as young and brave ; but learn 
None are secure from desperation, few 
From subtilty. My worst foe, Stralenheim, 
Housed in a prince's palace, couched within 
A prince's chamber, lay below my knife I 
An instant — a mere motion — the least impulse— 
Had swept him and all fears of mine from earth. 
He was within my power — my knife was raised — 
Withdrawn - and I 'm in his : - are you not so ? 
Who tells you that he knows you not f Who says 
He hath not lured you here to end you ? or 
To plunge you, with your parents, in a dungeon ? 

[jSc pauses. 

Ulr. Proceed — proceed I 

Wer. Me he hath ever known, 

* [**Ton do not know this man," continued he: **I do! I 
believe him to be mean, sordid, deceitful ! You will conceive 
yonrself safe, because you are young and brave ! Learn, how- 
ever, none are so secure but desperation or BubtOty may reach 
fhem ! Stralenheim, in the palace of a prince, was in my power I 
My knife was held over him — I forbore — and I am now in 
his," etc. etc. — Ibid.] 
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And hunted througli each change of time — name — 

fortune — 
And why not you ? Are you more versed in men ? 
He wound snares round me ; flung along my path 
Keptiles, whom, in my youth, I would have spumed 
Even from my presence ; but, in spuming now. 
Fill only with fresh venom. Will you be 
More patient ? Ulric ! — Ulric ! — there are crimes 
Made venial by the occasion, and temptations 
Which nature cannot master or forbear.* 

Vlr. (looks first at himy and then at Josephine). 
My mother ! 

Wer. Ay ! I thought so : you have now 

Only one parent I have lost alike 
Father and son, and stand alone. 

Ulr. But stay I 

[Werner rushes out of the chamber. 

Jos. {to Ulric). Follow him not, until this storm 
of passion 
Abates. Think'st thou, that were it well for him, 
I had not followed ? 

Vlr. • I obey you, mother, 

• ["Me lie has known invariably through every change of 
fortune or of name — and why not you ? Me he has entrapped — 
are you more discreet? He has wound the snares of Iden stein 
around me; — of a reptile whom, a few years ago, I would have 
spumed from my presence, and whom, in spuming now, I have 
furnished with fresh venom. WiU you be more patient? Con- 
rad, Conrad, there are crimes rendered venial by the occasion, 
and temptations too exquisite for human fortitude to master or 
forbear,*' etc. etc. — Ibid.] 
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Although reluctantlj. My first act shall not 
Be oile of disobedience. 

Jos. Oh ! he is good ! 

Condemn him not from his own month, but trust 
To me, who have borne so much with him, and for 

him. 
That this is but the surface of his soul, 
And that the depth is rich in better things. 

Ulr, These then are but my father's principles ? 
My mother thinks not with him ? 

Jos. Nor doth he 

Think as he speaks. Alas ! long years of grief 
Have made him sometimes thus. 

Ulr, Explain to me 

More clearly, then, these claims of Stralenheim, 
That, when I see the subject in its bearings, 
I may prepare to face him, or at least 
To extricate you from your present perils. 
I pledge myself to accomplish this — but would 
I had arrived a few hours sooner I 

Jos. Ay I 

Hadst thou but done so I 

Enter Gabor and Iden stein, with Attendants. 

Gab. (to Ulric). I have sought you, comrade* 
So this is my reward ! 

Ulr. What do you mean ? 

Gab. 'Sdeath ! have I lived to these years, and 
for this ! [would 



(2b Idenstein). But for your age and folly, I 
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Iden. Help i 

Hands off ! Touch an intendant I 

Gctb. Do not think 

1 11 honor you so much as save your throat 
Fjrom the Ravenstone * hy choking you myself. 

Iden, I thank you for the respite : but there are 
Those who have greater need of it than me. 

Ulr. Unriddle this vile wrangling, or 

GaL At once, then, 

The baron has been robbed, and upon me 
This worthy personage has deigned to fix 
His kind suspicions — me I whom he ne'er saw 
Till yester* evening. 

Iden. "Wouldst have me suspect 

My own acquaintances ? You have to learn 
That I keep better company. 

Gab, You shall 

Keep the best shortly, and the last for all men, 
The worms ! you hound of malice ! 

[Gabob seizes on him. 

Ulr, (interfering). Nay, no violence : 

He's old, unarmed — be temperate, Gabor I 

Gab, (letting go Idenstein). True : 

I am a fool to lose myself because 
Fools deem me knave : it is their homage. 

Ulr, (to Idenstein). How 

Fare you ? 

Iden, £[elp I 

* The Ravenstone, *' Babenstein," is the stone gibbet of Ger- 
manjy and so called from the ravens perching on It. 
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Ulr. I ham helped yon. 

Iden. , Kill him I then 

I '11 saj so. 

Gab, X am calm— live on I 

Iden. That 's more 

Than you shall dp, if there be judge or judgment 
In Germany. The baron shall decide I 

Gab. Does lie abet you in your accusation ? 

Iden. Does he not ? 

Gab. Then next time let him go sink 

Ere I go hang for snatching him from drowning. 
But here he comes I 

Enter Stbalenheim. 

Crab, (goes up to him). My noble lord, I'm here I 

Stral. Well, sir I 

Gab. Have you aught with me ? 

Stral. What should I 

Have with you ? 

Gab. You know best, if yesterday's 

Flood has not washed away your memory ; 
But that's a trifle. I stand here accused, 
In phrases not equivocal, by yon 
Intendant, of the pillage of your person 
Or chamber : — is the charge your own or his ? 

Stral. I accuse no man. 

Gab. Then you acquit me, baron ? 

Stral. 1 know not whom to accuse, or to acquit, 
Or scarcely to suspect. 

Gcdf. But you at least 

Should know whom not to suspect I am insulted — 
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Oppressed here by these menials, and I look 
To you for remedy — teach them their duty ! 
To look for thieves at home were part of it, 
If duly taught ; but, in one word, if I 
Have an accuser, let it be a man 
Worthy to be so of a man like me. 
I am your equal. 

StraL You ! 

Gab, Ay, sir ; and, for 

Aught that you know, superior ; but proceed — 
I do not ask for hints, and surmises. 
And circumstance, and proofs ; I know enough 
Of what I have done for you, and what you owe me, 
To have at least waited your payment rather 
Than paid myself, had I been eager of 
Your gold. I also know, that were I even 
The villain I am deemed, the service rendered 
So recently would not permit you to 
Pursue me to the death, except through shame, 
Such as would leave your scutcheon but a blank. 
But this is nothing : I demand of you 
Justice upon your unjust servants, and 
From your own lips a disavowal of 
All sanction of their insolence : thus much 
You owe to the unknown, who asks no more. 
And never thought to have asked so much. 

StraL This tone 

May be of innocence. 

Gab, 'Sdeath ! who dare doubt it 

Except such villains as ne'er had it ? 
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Stral. You 

Are hot, sir. 

Gab, Must I turn an icicle 

Before the breath of menials, and their master ? 

StrdL Ulric! you know this man ; I found him in 
Tour company. 

Gah. "We found you in the Oder ; 

Would we had left you there ! 

Strcd, I give you thanks, sir. 

Gab. I Ve earned them ; but might have earned 
more from others, 
Perchance, if I had left you to your fate. 

StraL Ulric ! you know this man ? 

Gah. No more than you do, 

If he avouches not my honor. 

Vlr. I 

Can vouch your courage, and, as far as my 
Own brief connection led me, honor. 

Stral. Then 

I'm satisfied. 

Gab. {ironically). Right easily, methinks. 
What is the spell in his asseveration 
More than in mine ? 

Stral. I merely said that / 

Was satisfied — not that you are absolved. 

Gah. Again I Am I accused or no ? 

Stral. Go to I 

You wax too insolent. If circumstance 
And general suspicion be against you. 
Is the fault mine ? Is 't not enough that I 
Decline all question of your guilt or innocence ? 
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Gab. My lord, my lord, this is mere cozenage, 
A vile equivocation ; you well know 
Your doubts are certainties to all around you — 
Your looks a voice — your frowns a sentence ; yon^ 
Are practising your power on me-— because 
You have it ; but beware I you know not whom 
You strive to tread on. 

Stral, Threat'st thou ? 

Gab. Not so much 

As you accuse. You hint the basest injury, 
And I retort it with an open warning. 

Stral. As you have said, 'tis true I owe yoa 
something, 
For which you seem disposed to pay yourself. 

Gc^. Not with your gold. 

Stral. With bootless insolence. 

[7b his Attendants and Idensteihi 
You need not further to molest this man, 
But let him go his way. Ulric, good morrow I 
[^Exit Stralenheim, Idensteik, and Attendants. 

Gab. {foUowingy I '11 after him and ^ 

Vlr. {stopping him). Not a step^ 

Gab. Who shaU, 

Oppose me? 

Ulr. Your own reason, with a moment^a 

Thought 

GcA* Must I bear this ? 

Ulr. Pshaw I we all must benr 

The arrogance of something higher than 
Ourselves — the highest cannot temper Satan, 
ITor the lowest his vid^erenfts upon eartL 
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I 've seen you brave the elements, and bear 
Things which had made this silkworm cast his skin — 
And shrink you from a few sharp sneers and words ? 

Gah. Must I bear to be deemed a thief? If 
't were 
A bandit of the woods, I could have borne it — 
There 's something daring in it ; — but to steal 
The moneys of a slumbering man ! — 

Ulr, It seems, theo^ 

You are not guilty ? 

Gab. Do I hear aright ? 

Jem tool 

Ulr, I merely asked a simple question. 

Gab. If the judge asked me, I would answer 
« No" — 
To you I answer thus. {He draws.) 

Ulr, (drawing). With all my heart I 

Jos, Without there I Ho! help! help! — Oh, 
God ! here 's murder I 

[Exit Josephine, shrieking. 

Gabob and TJLHicJight, Gabob is disarmed jmi 
as Stbalenheim, Josephine, Idenstein, etc. 
reenter, 

Jos, Oh I glorious heaven ! He 's safe I 
Stral. (to Josephine). Wko*% safe? 

Jos. My 

Ulr, (interrupting her with a stem look, andtum^ 
ing afterwards to Stbalenheim). Both i 
Here 's no great harm done. 
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Stral. What hath caused all this ? 

Ulr. YoUy baron, I believe ; but as the effect 
Is harmless, let it not disturb you. — Gabor! 
There is your sword ; and when you bare it next, 
Let it not be against jour friends. 

[Ulric pronounces the last words slowly and 
emphatically in a low voice to Gabor. 

Gab, I thank you 

Less for my life than for your counsel. 

Stral. These 

Brawls must end here. 

Gab. (taking his sword). Thej shall. You have 
wronged me, Ulric, 
More with your unkind thoughts than sword: I 

would 
The last were in my bosom rather than 
The first in yours. I could have borne yon noble's 
Absurd insinuations — ignorance 
And dull suspicion are a part of his 
Entail will last him longer than his lands. — 
But I may fit him yet : — you have vanquished me. 
I was the fool of passion to conceive 
That I could cope with you, whom I had seen 
Already proved by greater perils than 
Rest in this arm. We may meet by and by. 
However — but in friendship. 

[^Exit Gabor. 

StraL I will brook 

No more ! This outrage following up his insults, 
Perhaps his guilt, has cancelled all the little 
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I owed him heretofore for tho so-vaunted 
Aid which he added to your abler succor. 
Ulric, you are not hurt? — 

Vlr. Not even by a scratch. 

Strcd. {to Idenstein). Intendant! take your 
measures to secure 
Yon fellow : I revoke my former lenity. 
He shall be sent to Frankfort with an escort 
The instant that the waters have abated. 

Iden, Secure him! He hath got his sword 
again — 
And seems to know the use on 't ; 't is his trade. 
Belike ; — I'm a civilian* 

StrdL Fool I are not 

Yon score of vassals dogging at your heels 
Enough to seize a dozen such? Hence 1 after him 1 

Vlr, Baron, I do beseech you I 

Strdl. I must be 

Obeyed. No words I 

Iden. Well, if it must be so — 

March, vassals ! I 'm your leader, and will bring 
The rear up : a wise general never should 
Expose his precious life — on which all rests. 
I like that article of war. 

[Exit Idensteik and AttendatUa* 

Stral. Come hither, 

Uliic : what does that woman here ? Oh I now 
I recognize her, 'tis the stranger's wife 
Whom they name " Werner." 

Ulr, T is his name. 

VOL. vni. 14 
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Strat. Indeed ! 

Is not your husband visible, fair dame ? — 

Jos, Who seeks him ? 

StraL No one — for the present : but 

I fain would parley, Uhic, with yourself 
Alone. 

Vlr, I will retire with you. 

Jos, Not so : 

You are the latest stranger, and command 
All places here. 
(Aside to Ulric, cls she goes out) O Ulric I have a 

care — 
Remember what depends on a rash word ! 

Ulr, {to Josephine). Fear notl — 

[^Exit JOSEFHINS. 

Stral, Ulric, I think that I may trust you : 
Tou saved my life — and acts like these beget 
Unbounded confidence. 

Ulr, Say on. 

StrcH, Mysterious 

And long-engendered circumstances (not 
To be now fully entered on) have made 
This man obnoxious — perhaps fatal to me. 

Ulr, Who ? Grabor, the Hungarian ? 

Stral, No — this " Werner ** — 

With the false name and habit. 

Ulr, How can this be? 

He is the poorest of the poor — and yellow 
Sickness sits cavemed in his hollow eye : 
The man is helpless. 
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StrctL He is — ^t is no matter ; — 

But if he be the man I deem (and that 
He is so, all around us here — and much 
That is not here — confirm my apprehension) 
He must be made secure ere twelve hours further. 

Ulr. And what have I to do with this ? 

^cd. I have sent 

To Frankfort, to the governor, my friend 
(I have the authority to do so by 
An order of the house of Brandenburgh), 
For a fit escort — but this cursed fiood 
Bars all access, and may do for some hours. 

Vlr. It is abating. 

StrdL That is welL 

Ulr. But how 

Am I concerned ? 

StraiL As one who did so much 

For me, you cannot be indifferent to 
That which is of more import to me than 
The life you rescued. — Keep your eye on him ! 
The man avoids me, knows that I now know him. — 
"Watch him I — as you would watch the wild boar 

when 
He makes against you in the hunter's gap — 
Like him he must be speared. 

Ulr. Why so? 

StraL He stands 

Between me and a brave inheritance I 
Oh I could you see it 1 But you shalL 

Ulr. I hope so. 
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StraL It is the richest of the rich Bohemia, 
Unscathed by scorching war. It lies so near 
The strongest citj, Prague, that fire and sword 
Have skimmed it lightly : so that now, besides 
Its own exuberance, it bears double value 
Confronted with whole realms far and near , 
Made deserts. 

Ulr. You describe it ^ithfullj. 

Stral, Ay — could you see it, you would say so-tt 
but, 
As I have said, you shall. 

Ulr. I accept the omen. 

Stral. Then claim a recompense from it and me. 
Such as both may make worthy your acceptance 
And services to me and mine for ever. 

Ulr. And this sole, sick, and miserable wretch— 
This way-worn stranger — stands between you and 
This Paradise ? — (As Adam did between 
The devil and his) — [^Asicle.'] 

StrciL He doth. 

Ulr. Hath he no right? 

StrcH. Bight ! none. A disinherited prodigal. 
Who for these twenty years disgraced his lineage 
In all his acts — but chiefly by his marriage. 
And living amidst commerce-fetching burghers, 
And dabbling merchants, in a mart of Jews. 

Uhr. He has a wife, then ? 

StraL You'd be sorry to 

Call such your mother. You l^ave seen the wonu^i 
He cqUs his wife. 
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TJlr, 1a slie not so ? 

Stral. No more 

Than he 's your father : ^— an Italian girl, 
The daughter of a banished man, who lives 
On love and poverty with this same Werner. 

UIt, They are childless, then ? 

StToL There is or was a bastard, 

Whom the old man — the grandsire (as old age 
Is ever doting) took to warm his bosom, 
As it went chilly downward to the grave : 
But the imp stands not in my path — he has fled, 
No one knows whither ; and if he had not, 
His claims alone were too contemptible 
To stand. — Why do you smile ? 

TJlr. At your vain fears: 

A poor man almost in his grasp — a child 
Of doubtless birth — can startle a grandee I 

Stral. All 's to be feared, where all is to be gained. 

Ulr. True; and aught done to save or to obtain it. 

Stral, You have harped the very string next to 
my heart. 
I may depend upon you ? 

IJlr. 'T were too late 

To doubt it. 

Stral, Let no foolish pity shake 

Your bosom (for the appearance of the man 
Is pitiful) — he is a wretch, as likely 
To have robbed me as the fellow more suspected, 
Except that circumstance is less against him ; 
He being lodged far off, and in a chamber 
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'Without approach to mine : and, to say truth, 
I think too well of blood allied to mine. 
To deem he would descend to such an act : 
Besides, he was a soldier, and a brave one 
Once — though too rash. 

Ulr. And they, my lord, we know 

By our experience, never plunder till 
They knock the brains out first — which makes 

them heirs, 
Not thieves. The dead, who feel nought, can lose 

nothing, 
Nor e'er be robbed : their spoils are a bequest-— 
No more. 

Strcd. Cro to I you are a wag. But say 
I may be sure you '11 keep an eye on this man. 
And let me know his slightest movement towards 
Concealment or escape ? 

Ulr. You may be sure 

You yourself could not watch him more than I 
Will be his sentineL 

StrcH. By this you make me 

Yours, and for ever. 

Ulr. Such is my intention. [Exeunt. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE L 

A HaU in the same Palace^ from whence the secret 

Passage leads. 

Enter Werner and Gabor. 

Gah. Sir, I have told my tale : if it so please you 
To give me refuge for a few hours, well— 
If not, I '11 try my fortune elsewhere. 

Wer. How 

Can I, so wretched, give to Misery 
A shelter? — wanting such myself as much 
As e'er the hunted deer a covert 

Gab. Or 

The wounded lion his cool cave. Methinks 
You rather look like one would turn at bay, 
And rip the hunter's entrails. 

Wer. Ah ! 

Gah. I care not 

If it be so, being much disposed to do 
The same myself. But will you shelter me ? 
I am oppressed like you — and poor like you — 
Disgraced 

Wer. {abruptly). Who told you that I was dis- 
graced? 

Grab. No one ; nor did I say you were so : with 
Your poverty my likeness ended ; but 
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I said / was so — and would add, with truth. 
As undeservedly as you. 

Wer, Again I 

As/? 

Gab, Or any other honest man. 
What the devil would you have ? You do n't be- 
lieve me 
Guilty of this base theft ? 

Wer, No, no — I cannot. 

Gab. Why that 's my heart of honor ! yon young 
gallant — 
Your miserly intendant and dense noble — 
All — all suspected me ; and why ? because 
I am the worst-clothed, and least named amongst 

them; 
Although, were Momus' lattice in your breasts, 
My soul might brook to open it more widely 
Than theirs : but thus it is — you poor and helpless — 
Both still more than myself. 

Wer. How know you that? 

Ck^, You *re right : I ask for shelter at the hand 
Which I call helpless ; if you now deny it, 
I were well paid. But you, who seem to have 

proved 
The wholesome bitterness of life, know well. 
By sympathy, that all the outspread gold 
Of the New World the Spaniard boasts about 
Could never tempt the man who knows its worth, 
Weighed at its proper value in the balance, 
Save in such guise (and there I grant its power, 
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Because I feel it,) as may leave no nightmare 
Upon bis heart o' nights. 

Wer, What do you mean ? 

Gah. Just what I say ; I thought my speech was 
plain: 
You are no thief — nor I — and, as true men, 
Should aid each other. 

Wer, It is a damned world, sir* 

Gah. So is the nearest of the two next, as 
The priests say (and no doubt they should know 

best). 
Therefore I '11 stick by this — as being loth 
To suffer martyrdom, at least with such 
An epitaph as larceny upon my tomb. 
It is but a night's lodging which I crave ; 
To-morrow I wiU try the waters, as 
The dove did, trusting that they have abated. 

Wer. Abated ? Is there hope of that ? 

Gah. There was 

At noontide. 

Wer, Then we may be safe. 

Gah. Are you 

In peril ? 

Wer, Poverty is ever so. 

Gah. That I know by long practice. "Will you 
not 
Promise to make mine less ? 

Wer. Your poverty ? 

Gah. No — yon do n't look a leech for that dis* 
order ; 
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I meant my peril only : you've a roof, 
And I have none ; I merely seek a covert 

Wer. Rightly ; for how should such a wretch as I 
Have gold ? 

Gab, Scarce honestly, to say the truth on% 

Although I almost wish you had the baron's. 

Wer. Dare you insinuate ? 

Gab. What? 

Wer. Are you aware 

To whom you speak ? 

Gab, No ; and I am not used 

Greatly to care. (A noise heard without). But 
hark ! they come ! 

Wer, Who come ? 

Gab, The intendant and his man-hounds after me : 
I 'd face them — but it were in vain to expect 
Justice at hands like theirs. Where shall I go ? 
But show me any place. I do assure you. 
If there be faith in man, I am most guiltless : 
Think if it were your own case ! 

Wer, {Aside.) Oh, just Grod I 

Thy hell is not hereafter I Am I dust istiU ? 

Gab, I see you 're moved ; and it shows weU 
in you : 
I may live to requite it. 

Wer, Are you not 

A spy of Stralenheim's ? 

Gab, Not I ! and if 

I were, what is there to espy in you ? 
Although I recollect his frequent question 
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About you and your spouse might lead to some 
Suspicion ; but you best know — what — and why 
I am his deadliest foe. 

Wer. You ? 

Gab. Afler such 

A treatment for the service which in part 
I rendered him, I am his enemy : 
If you are not his friend, you will assist me. 

W&r. IwilL 

Gab. But how ? 

Wer, {showing the panel). There is a secret spring. 
Remember, I discovered it by chance, 
And used it but for safety. 

Gab. Open it^ 

And I will use it for the same. 

Wer. I found it^ 

As I have said : it leads through winding walls, 
(So thick as to bear paths within their ribs, 
Yet lose no jot of strength or stateliness,) 
And hollow cells, and obscure niches, to 
I know not whither ; you must not advance : 
Give me your word. 

Gah. It is unnecessary : 

How should I make my way in darkness through 
A Grothic labyrinth of unknown windings ? 

Wer. Yes, but who knows to what place it may 
lead? 
/ know not — (mark you !) — but who knows it 

might not 
Lead even into the chamber of your foe ? 
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So strangely were contrived these galleries 
By our Teutonic fathers in old days, 
When man built less against the elements 
Than his next neighbor. Tou must not advance 
Beyond the two first windings ; if you do 
(Albeit I never passed them), I 'U not answer 
For what you may be led to. 

Gab. But I will. 

A thousand thanks ! 

Wer. You '11 find the spring more obvious 

On the other side ; and, when you would return. 
It yields to the least touch. 

Gah 1 11 in — farewell I 

[Gabor goes in by the secret panel, 

Wer. (5oZt««). What have I done? Alas! what had 
I done 
Before to make this fearful ? Let it be 
Still some atonement that I save the man. 
Whose sacrifice had saved perhaps my own — ^ 
They come ! to seek elsewhere what is before them I 

Miter Idenstein and Others. 

Iden. Is he not here ? He must have vanished 

then 
Through the dim Gothic glass by pious aid 
Of pictured saints upon the red and yellow 
Casements, through which the sunset streams like 

sunrise 
On long pearl-colored beards and crimson crosses. 
And gilded crosiers, and crossed arms, and cowlsi 
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And helms, and twisted armor, and long swordsy 

All the fantastic famiture of windows 

Dim with brave knights and holj heimits, whose 

Likeness and fame alike rest in some panes 

Of ciystal, which each rattling wind proclaims 

As frail as any other life or glory. 

He's gone, however. 

Wer, Whom do you seek ? 

Iden, A villain. 

Wer. Why need you come so far, then ? 

Iden. In the search 

Of him who robbed the baron. 

Wer. Are you sure 

You have divined the man ? 

Iden. As sure as you; 

Stand there : but where 'a he gone ? 

Wer. Who ? 

Iden. He we sought. 

Wer. You see he is not here. 

Iden. And yet we traced him 

Up to this halL Are you accomplices ? 
Or deal you in the black art? 

Wer. I deal plainly. 

To many men the blackest 

Iden* It may be 

I have a question or two for yourself 
Hereafter ; but we must continue now 
Our search for f other. 

Wer. You had best begin 

Your inquisition now : I may no( be 
So patient always. 



222 WERNER, ACT m. 

Iden. I should like to know, 

Li good sooth, if jou really axe the man 
That Stralenheim 's in quest of. 

Wer. Insolent I 

Said you not that he was not here ? 

Iden. Yes, one; 

But there 's another whom he tracks more keenly. 
And soon, it may be, with authority 
Both paramount to his and mine. But, come ! 
Bustle, my boys ! we are at fault 

[^Exit Idensteix and Attendants. 

Wer, In what 

A maze hath my dim destiny involved me ! 
And one base sin hath done me less ill than 
The leaving undone one far greater. Down, 
Thou busy devil, rising in my heart I 
Thou art too late I I '11 nought to do with blood. 

Bnter Ulric. 

mr. I sought you, father. 

Wer. Is 't not dangerous ? 

Ulr, No ; Stralenheim is ignorant of all 
Or any of the ties between us : more — 
He sends me here a spy upon your actions, 
Deeming me wholly his. 

Wer, I cannot think it : 

'T is but a snare he winds about us both, 
To swoop the sire and son at once. 

Ulr. . I cannot 

Pause in each petly fear, and stumble at 
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The doubts that rise like briers in our path, 

But must break through them, as an unarmed carle 

Would, though with naked limbs, were the wolf 

rustling 
In the same thicket where he hewed for bread. 
Nets are for thrushes, eagles are not caught so : 
We '11 overfly or rend them. 

Wer. Show me haw t 

Ulr, Can you not guess ? 

Wer, I cannot 

Ulr, That is strange. 

Came the thought ne'er into your mind hst night f 

Wer. I understand you not 

Ulr, Then we shall never 

More understand each other. But to change 
The topic 

Wer, You mean to pursue it, as 

Tis of our safety. 

Ulr, Bight ; I stand corrected. 

I see the subject now more clearly, and 
Our general situation in its bearings. 
The waters are abating ; a few hours [fort, 

Will bring his summoned myrmidons from Frank- 
WJien you will be a prisoner, perhaps worse, 
And I an outcast, bastardized by practice 
Of this same baron to make way for him. 

Wer, And now your remedy I I thought to escape 
By means of this accursed gold ; but now 
I dare not use it, show it, scarce look on it 
Methinks it wears upon its face my guilt 
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For motto, not the mintage of the state ; 
And for the sovereign's head, my own begirt 
With hissing snakes, which curl around my templesi 
And cry to all beholders, Lo I a villain I 

Ulr. You must not use it, at least now ; but take 
This ring. [Zfe gives Werner a jeweh 

Wer, A gem ! It was my &ther's I 

Ulr. And 

As such is now your own. With this you must 
Bribe the intendant for his old caleche 
And horses to pursue your route at sunrise. 
Together with my mother. 

Wer, And leave you, 

So lately found, in peril too ? 

Ulr, Fear nothing I 

The only fear were if we fled together. 
For that would make our ties beyond all doubt. 
The waters only lie in flood between 
This burgh and Frankfort; so far's in our favor. 
The route on to !3ohemia, though encumbered; 
Is not impassable ; and when you gain 
A few hours' start, the difficulties will be 
The same to your pursuers. Once beyond 
The frontier, and you 're safe. 

Wer. My noble boy I' 

Ulr, Hush I hush ! no transports : we 'U indulge 
in them 
In Castle Siegendorf I Display no gold': 
Show Idenstein the gem (I know the man. 
And have looked through him) : it will answer thua 
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A double purpose. Stralenheim lost gold — 
JVb jewel : therefore it could not be his ; 
And then the man who was possest of this 
Can hardly be suspected of abstracting 
The baron's coin, when he could thus convert 
This ring to more than Stralenheim has lost 
By his last night's slumber. Be not over timid 
In your address, nor yet too arrogant, 
And Idenstein will serve you. 

Wer. I will fdlow 

In all things your direction. 

Vlr, I would have 

Spared you the trouble ; but had I appeared 
To take an interest in you, and still more 
By dabbling with a jewel in your favor. 
All had been known at once. 

Wer, My guardian angel! 

This overpays the past But how wilt thou 
Fare in our absence ? 

Ulr. Stralenheim knows nothing 

Of me as aught of kindred with yourself. 
I will but wait a day or two with him 
To lull all doubts, and then rejoin my father. 

Wer, To part no moro I 

Ulr, 1 know not that } but at 

The least we '11 meet again once more. 

Wer, My boy I 

My friend I my only child, and sole preserver I 
Oh, do not hate me I 

Ulr, Hate my father 1 

VOL. vin. 15 



226 WERNER, ACT HI. 

Wer. Ay, 

My father hated me. Why not my son ? 

Vlr. Your father knew you not as I do. 

Wer, Scorpions 

Are in thy words ! Thou know me ? in this guise 
Thou canst not know me, I am not myself; 
Yet (hate me not) I will be soon. 

Ulr. ' I'll wait/ 

In the mean time be sure that all a son 
Can do for parents shall be done for mine. 

Wer. I see it, and I feel it ; yet I feel 
Further — that you despise me. 

Vlr. Wherefore should I? 

Wer. Must I repeat my humiliation ? 

Ulr. Nol 

I have fathomed it and you. But let us talk 
Of this no more. Or, if it must be ever. 
Not now. Your error has redoubled all 
The present difficulties of our house. 
At secret war with that of Stralenheim : 
All we have now to think of is to baffle 
Him. I have shown one way. 

Wer. The only one, 

And I embrace it, as I did my son. 
Who showed himself and father's safety in 
One day. 

Ulr. You shall be safe ; let that suffice. 
Would Stralenheim's appearance in Bohemia 
Disturb your right, or mine, if once we were 
Admitted to our lands ? 

Wer. Assuredly, 



^ 
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Situate as we are now, although the first 
Possesser might, as usual, prove the strongest^ 
Especially the next in blood. 

Vlr. Blood! 'tis 

A word of many meanings ; in the veins, 
And out of them, it is a different thing — 
And so it should be, when the same in blood 
(As it is called) are aliens to each other. 
Like Theban brethren : when a part is bad* 
A few spilt ounces purify the rest 

Wer, I do not apprehend you. 

Ulr, That may be — 

And should, perhaps — and yet but get ye 

ready ; 
You and my mother must away to-night 
Here comes the intendant : sound him with the gem; 
'T will sink into his venal soul like lead 
Into the deep, and bring up slime and mud. 
And ooze too, from the bottom, as the lead doth 
With its greased understratum ; but no less 
Will serve to warn our vessels through these shoals. 
The freight is rich, so heave the line in time I 
Farewell I I scarce have time, but yet your hand, 
My father! 

Wer, Let me embrace thee ! 

Ulr. We may be 

Observed : subdue your nature to the hour I 
Keep off from me as from your foe I 

Wer. Accursed 

Be he who is the stifling cause which smothers 
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The best and sweetest feeling of our hearts ; 
At such an hour too I 

Ulr. Yes, curse — it will ease you ! 

Here is the intendant 

Enter Idensteix. 

Master Idenstein, 
How fare you in your purpose ? Have you caught 
The rogue ? 

Iden. No, fiuth I 

Ulr, Well, there are plenty more : 

You may have better luck another chase. 
Where is the baron ? 

Iden. Gone back to his chamber : 

And now I think on % asking afler you 
With nobly-born impatience. 

. Ulr. Your great men 

Must be answered on the instant, as the bound 
Of the stung steed replies unto the spur : 
'T is well they have horses, too ; for if they had noty 
I fear that men must draw their chariots, as 
They say kings did Sesostris. 

Jderu , Who was he ? 

Ulr, An old Bohemian — an imperial gipsy. 

Iden* A gipsy or Bohemian, 't is the same, 
For they pass by both names. And was he one ? 

Ulr. I 've heard so ; but I must take leave. Li- 
tendant, 
Your servant I — Werner {to Werner slightly) j if 

tihat be your name. 
Yours. [^Edt Ulrio. 
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Iden. A Trell«spoken, prettj-faced joung man I 
And prettily behaved ! He knows his station, 
You see, sir : how he gave to each his due 
Precedence I 

Wer. I perceived it, and applaud 

His just discernment and your own. 

Iden. That *8 well ^- 

That's very welL You also know your place, too ; 
And yet I don 't know that I know your place. 

Wer, (showing the ring). Would this assist your 
knowledge ? 

Iden. How! — WhatI — Ehl 

A jewel I 

Wer, T is your own on one condition. 

Iden. Mine ! — Name it I 

Wer, That hereafter you permit me 

At thrice its value to redeem it: 'tis 
A family ring. 

Iden, A family ! — gours ! — a gem I 

I 'm breathless ! 

Wer, You must also furnish me 

An hour ere daybreak with all means to quit 
This place. 

Iden, But is it real ? Let me look on it : 

Diamondy by all that 's glorious I 

Wer, Come, 1 11 trust you : 

You have guessed, no doubt, that I was bom above 
My present seeming. 

Iden, I can 't say I did. 

Though this looks like it : this is the true breeding 
Of gentle blood I 
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Wer. I have important reasons 

For wishing to continue privily 
My journey hence. 

Iden, So then you are the man 

Whom Stralenhehn 's in quest of? 

Wer. I am not ; 

But being taken for him might conduct 
So much embarrassment to me just now, 
And to the baron's self hereafter — 'tis 
To spare both that I would avoid all bustle. 

Iden. Be you the man or no, 't is not my business ; 
Besides, I never should obtain the half 
From this proud, niggardly noble, who would raise 
The country for some missing bits of coin, 
And never offer a precise reward — 
But this I — another look I 

Wer. Graze on it freely ; 

At day-dawn it is yours. 

Iden. Oh, thou sweet sparkler I 

Thou more than stone of the philosopher ! 
Thou touchstone of Philosophy herself! 
Thou bright eye of the Mine ! thou loadstar of 
The soul I the true magnetic Pole to which 
All hearts point duly north, like trembling needles I 
Thou flaming Spirit of the Earth I which, sitting 
High on the monarch's diadem, attractest 
More worship than the majesty who sweats 
Beneath the crown which makes his head ache, like 
Millions of hearts which bleed to lend it lustre ! 
Shalt thou be mine ? I am, methinks, already 
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A little king, a lucky alchymist I — 
A wise magician, who has bound the devil 
Without the forfeit of his souL But come, 
Werner, or what eke ? 

Wer, Call me Werner still ; 

You may yet know me by a loftier title. 

Iden, I do believe in thee ! thou art the spirit 
Of whom I long have dreamed in a low garb. — 
But come, I '11 serve thee ; thou shalt be as free 
As air, despite the waters ; let us hence : 
I '11 show thee I am honest — (oh, thou jewel I) 
Thou shalt be furnished, Werner, with such means 
Of flight, that if thou wert a snail, not birds 
Should overtake thee. — Let me gaze again! 
I have a foster-brother in the mart 
Of Hamburgh skilled in precious stones. How many 
Carats may it weigh ? — Come, Werner, I will wing 
thee. [^Exeunt 

SCENE n. 
Stralekheim'j Chamber. 

Stralenheim and Fritz. 

Fritz. All 's ready, my good lord ! 

StrcU. I am not sleepy, 

And yet I must to bed ; I fain would say 
To rest, but something heavy on my spirit. 
Too dull for wakefulness, too quick for slumber, 
Sits on me as a cloud along the sky. 
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Which will not let the sunbeams through, nor yet 
Descend in rain and end, but spreads itself 
'Twixt earth and heaven, like envy between man 
And man, an everlasting mist ; — I will 
Unto my pillow. 

Fritz. M&j you rest there well I 

StraL I feel, and fear, I shall. 

Fritz, And wherefore fear ? 

Stral. I know not why, and therefore do fear more* 

Because an undescribable but 't is 

All folly. Were the locks (as I desired) 
Changed, to-day, of this chamber ? for last night's 
Adventure makes it needful. 

Fritz, . Certainly, 

According to your order, and beneath 
The inspection of myself and the young Saxon 
Who saved your life. I think they call him " Ulric** 

Stral. You think / you supercilious slave ! what 
right 
Have you to tax your memory, which should be 
Quick, proud, and happy to retain the name 
Of him who saved your master, as a litany 
Whose daily repetition marks your duty. — 
Get hence ! " Tou thinkf* indeed ! you who stood 

stiU 
Howling and drippHng on the bank, whilst I 
Lay dying, and the stranger dashed aside 
The roaring torrent, and restored me to 
Thank him — and despise you. " Tou think ! ** and 
scarce 
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Can recollect his name I I will not waste 
More words on you. Gall me betimes. 

Fritz. Good night I 

I trust to-morrow will restore your lordship 
To renovated strength and temper. 

\^The scene closes* 

SCENE m. 

The secret Passage. 

Gab. (solus). Four — 

Five — six hours have I counted, like the guard 
Of outposts on the never-merry clock : 
That hollow tongue of time, which, even when 
It sounds for joy, takes something from enjoyment 
With every clang. 'T is a perpetual knell. 
Though for a marriage-feast it rings : each stroke 
Peals for a hope the less ; the funeral note 
Of Love deep-buried without resurrection 
In the grave of Possession ; while the knoll 
Of long-lived parents finds a jovial echo 
To triple Time in the son's ear. 

I 'm cold — 
I 'm dark ; — I 've blown my fingers — numbered o'er 
And o'er my steps — and knocked my head against 
Some fifty buttresses — and roused the rats 
And bats in general insurrection, till 
Their cursed pattering feet and whirling wings 
Leave me scarce hearing for another sound. 
A light ! It is at distance (if I can 
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Measure in darkness distance) : but it blinks 

As through a crevice or a key-hole, in 

The inhibited direction : I must on. 

Nevertheless, from curiosity, 

A distant lamp-light is an incident 

In such a den as this. Pray Heaven it lead me 

To nothing that may tempt me I Else — Heaven 

aid me 
To obtain or to escape it ! Shining still ! 
Were it the star of Lucifer himself. 
Or he himself girt with its beams, I could 
Contain no longer. Softly ! mighty well ! 
That corner 's turned — so — ah ! no ; — right I it 

draws 
Nearer. Here is a darksome angle — so. 
That's weathered. — Let me pause. — Suppose it 

leads 
Lito some greater danger than that which 
I have escaped — no matter, 'tis a new one; 
And novel perils, like fresh mistresses. 
Wear more magnetic aspects : — I will on, 
And be it where it may — I have my dagger, 
Which may protect me at a pinch. — Burn still, 
Thou little light I Thou art my ignis fatuus ! 
Mj stationary Will-o'-the-wisp ! — So ! so ! 
He hears my invocation, and fails not. 

[^The scene closes* 
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SCENE IV. 

A Garden, 

Enter Werner. 

I could not sleep — and now the hour 's at hand j 
All 's ready. Idenstein has kept his word ; 
And stationed in the outskirts of the town, 
Upon the forest's edge, the vehicle 
Awaits us. Now the dwindling stars begin 
To pale in heaven ; and for the last time I 
Look on these horrible walls. Oh ! never, never 
Shall I forget them. Here I came most poor, 
But not dishonored : and I leave them with 
A stain, — if not upon my name, yet in 
My heart ! — a nevei^dying canker worm. 
Which all the coming splendor of the lands, 
And rights, and sovereignty of Siegendorf 
Can scarcely lull a moment. I must find 
Some means of restitution, which would ease 
My soul in part ; but how without discovery ? — 
It must be done, however ; and I '11 pause 
Upon the method the first hour of safety. 
The madness of my misery led to this 
Base infamy ; repentance must retrieve it : 
I will have nought of Stralenheim's upon 
My spirit, though he would grasp all of mine ; 
Lands, freedom, life, — and yet. he sleeps! as 
soundly, 
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Perhaps, as infancy, with gorgeous curtains 
Spread for his canopy, o'er silken pillows, 

Such as when Hark I what noise is that? 

Again! 
The branches shake ; and some loose stones have 

fallen 
From yonder terrace. 

[Ulric leaps down from the terracgm 
UlricI even welcome! 
Thrice welcome now ! this filial 

Ulr. Stop! Before 

We approach, tell me 

Wer. Why look you so ? 

Ulr. Do I 

Behold my father, or 

Wer. What? 

XJlr. An assassin ? 

Wer. Insane or insolent ! 

Tllr. Reply, sir, as 

You prize your life, or mine ! 

Wer. To what must I 

Answer? 

Ulr. Are you or are you not the assassin 
Of Stralenheim? 

Wer. I never was as yet 

The murderer of any man. What mean you ? 

Ulr. Did not you this night (as the night before) 
Retrace the secret passage ? Did you not 
Again revisit Stralenheim's chamber ? and — ^ 

[Ulric pauses. 
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Wer* Proceed. 

£^n JXed he not by your hand ? 

Wer. Great Godl 

Ulr, You are innocent, then ! mj father 's inno- 
cent! 
Embrace me! Yes, — your tone — your look — 

yes, yes,— 
Yet sai/ so. 

Wer. If I e'er, in heart or mind. 
Conceived deliberately such a thought^ 
But rather strove to trample back to hell 
Such thoughts — if e'er they glared a momenl 

through 
The irritation of my oppressed spirit— 
May heaven be shut forever from my hopes 
As from mine eyes ! 

Ulr. But Stralenheim is dead. 

Wer. 'Tis horrible! 'tis hideous, as 'tis hate- 
ful!— 
But what have I to do with this ? 

Ulr. No bolt 

Is forced ; no violence can be detected, 
Save on his body. Part of his own household 
Have been alarmed ; but as the intendant is 
Absent, I took upon myself the care 
Of mustering the police. His chamber has, 
Past doubt, been entered secretly. Excuse me^ 
If nature ■■ — 

Wer. Oh, my boy I what unknown woes 

Of dark fatality, like clouds^ are gathering 
Above our house I 
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Ulr. My father ! I acquit you I 

But will the world do so ? will even the judge, 
If But you must away this instant. 

Wer. No I 

1 11 face it Who shall dare suspect me ? 

Ulr. Yet 

You had no guests — no visitors — no life 
Breathing around you, save my mother's ? 

Wer. Ah I 

The Hungarian ! 

Ulr. He is gone I he disappeared 

Ere sunset. 

Wer. No ; I hid him in that very 

CJoncealed and fatal gallery. 

Vlr. There I '11 find him, 

[Ulric w going. 

Wer. It is too late : he had left the palace ere 
I quitted it I found the secret panel 
Open, and the doors which lead from that hall 
Which masks it: I but thought he had snatched the 

silent 
And favorable moment to escape 
The myrmidons of Idcnstein, who were 
Dogging him yester-even. 

Vlr. You redosed 

The panel ? 

Wer. Yes ; and not without reproach 

(And inner trembling for the avoided peril) 
At his dull heedlessness, in leaving thus 
His shelterer's asylum to the risk 
Of a discovery. 
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Ulr. Tou are sure you closed it ? 

Wer, Certain. 

Ulr. That 's well \ but had been better, if 
You ne'er had turned it to a den for [^He pauses* 

Wer. Thieves! 

Thou wouldst say : I must bear it and deserve it ; 
But not 

Ulr. No, father; do not speak of this : 

This is no hour to think of petty crimes, 
But to prevent the consequence of great ones. 
Why would you shelter this man ? 

Wer. Could I shun it? 

A man pursued by my chief foe ; disgraced 
For my own crime ; a victim to my safety, 
Imploring a few hours' concealment from 
The very wretch who was the cause he needed - 
Such refuge. Had he been a wolf, I could not 
Have in such circumstances thrust him forth. 

Ulr. And like the wolf he hath repaid you. But 
It is too late to ponder thus : — you must 
Set out ere dawn. I will remain here to 
Trace the murderer, if 't is possible. [Moloch 

Wer. But this my sudden flight will give the 
Suspicion : two new victims in the lieu 
Of one, if I remain. The fled Hungarian, 
Who seems the culprit, and 

Ulr. Who seems^ F%o else 

Can be so ? 

Wer. Not I^ though just now you doubted — 
You, my son ! — doubted 
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Ulr, And do you doubt of him 

The fugitive ? 

Wer. Boy 1 since I fell into 

The abyss of crime (though not of sxAch crime), I^ 
Having seen the innocent oppressed for me, 
May doubt even of the guilty's guilt. Your heart 
Is free, and quick with virtuous wrath to accuse 
Appearances ; and views a criminal 
In Innocence's shadow, it may be. 
Because 't is dusky* 

Ulr. And if I do so. 
What will mankind, who know you not, or knew 
But to oppress ? You must not stand the hazard. 
Away ! — I '11 make all easy. Idenstein 
Will for his own sake and his jewel's hold 
His peace — he also is a partner in 
Your flight — moreover 

Wer, Fly ! and leave my name 

Linked with the Hungarian's, or preferred as 

poorest, 
To bear the brand of bloodshed ? 

Vlr, Pshaw ! leave any thing 

Except our father's sovereignty and castles, 
For which you have so long panted and in vain I 
What name f You have no name^ since that you bear 
Is feigned. 

Wer. Most true ; but still I would not have it 
Engraved in crimson in men's memories. 
Though in this most obscure abode of men 
Besides, the search 



8CEKE lY. A TBAGEDT. 241 

Vlr, I will provide against 

Aught that can touch you. No one knows jou here 
As heir of Siegendorf : if Idenstein 
Suspects, 't is hut suspicion^ and he is 
A fool : his follj shall have such employment, 
Too, that the unknown Werner shall give way 
To nearer thoughts of self. The laws (if e'er 
Laws reached this village) are all in abeyanoe 
With the late general war of thirty years. 
Or crushed, or rising slowly from the dust, 
To which the march of armies trampled them. 
Stralenheim, although noble, is unheeded 
Here, save as such — without lands, influence. 
Save what hath perished with him. Few prolong 
A week beyond their fuheral rites their sway 
O'er men, unless by relatives, whose interest 
Is roused : such is not here the case ; he died 
Alone, unknown, — a solitary grave, 
Obscure as his deserts, without a scutcheon. 
Is all he '11 have, or wants. If /discover 
The assassin, 't will be well — if not, believe me 
None else ; though all the full-fed train of menials 
May howl above his ashes (as they did 
Around him in his danger on the Oder), 
Will no more stir a finger now than then. 
Hence ! hence I I must not hear your answer. — 

Look! 
The stars are almost faded, and the grey 
Begins to grizzle the black hair of night. 
You shall noi answer : — Pardon me that I 

VOL. VIII. 16 
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Am peremptory; 'tis your son that speaks, 

Tour long-lost, late-found son. — Let's call my 

mother ! 
Softly and swiftly step, and leave the rest 
To me : I 'U answer for the event as far 
As regards you^ and that is the chief point. 
As my first duty, whicli shall be observed. 
We '11 meet in Castle Siegendorf — once more 
Our banners shall be glorious ! Think of that 
Alone, and leave all other thoughts to me. 
Whose youth may better battle with them. — Hence 1 
And may your age be happy ! — I will kiss 
My mother once more, then Heaven's speed be with 
you! 

Wer. This counsel's safe — but is it honorable? 

Vlr, To save a father is a child's chief honor. 

[ExewnL 



ACT IV. 

SCENE L 

A Gothic HaU in the Castle of Siegendorf near 

Prague. 

Enter Eric and Henbick, Retainers of the Count. 

Eric, So better times are come at last ; to these 
Old walls new masters and high wassail — both 
A long desideratum. 

Ben. Yes, for masters^ 

It might be imto those who long for novelljy 
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Though made bj « new grave : but as for wassail, 
Methinks the old Count Slegendorf mauoktaioed 
His feudal hospitalitj as high 
As e'er another prince of the empire. 

J3ric. Why, 

For the mere cup and trencher, we no doubt 
Fared passing well ; but as for merriment 
And sport, without which salt and sauces season 
The cheer but scantily, our sizings were 
Even of the narrowest. 

ffen. The old count loved not 

The roar of revel ; are you sure that this does ? 

JSric, As yet he hath been courteous ap h^^ 
bounteous. 
And we all love him. 

Sen. His reign is as j^t 

Hardly a year o'erpast its honey-moon. 
And the first year of sovereigns is bridai : 
Anon, we shall perceive his real sway 
And moods of mind* 

£ric. Pray Heaven h^ keetp the p^sent:! 

Then his brave son. Count iOlric — there '9 a knight I 
Pity the wars are o'er I 

Ben. Tra^&o? 

M^c. Look on Miffx ! 

And answer that yourself. 

ffen. He '-s very youthCuli 

And strong and beautiful as a young tiger. 

Uric. That 'snot a £sttthfal vassal's likened- 
BisH. But 

Perhaps a true one. 
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Eric, Pitj, as I said, 

The wars are over : in the hall, who like 
Count Ulric for a well-supported pride. 
Which awes, but yet offends not ? in the field. 
Who like him with his spear in hand, when, gnashing 
His tusks, and ripping up from right to left 
The howling hounds, the boar makes for the thicket? 
Who backs a horse, or bears a hawk, or wears 
A sword like him ? Whose plume nods knightlier ? 

Hen, No one's, I grant you. Do not fear, if war 
Be long in coming, he is of that kind 
Will make it for himself, if he hath not 
Already done as much. 

Eric, What do you mean ? 

Hen, Ton can't deny his train of followers 
(But few our native fellow vassals bom 
On the domain) are such a sort of knaves 
As {Pauses.) 

Eric, What ? 

Hen. The war (you love so much) leaves living. 
Like other parents, she spoils her worst children. 

Eric, Nonsense ! they are all brave iron-visaged 
fellows. 
Such as old Tilly loved. 

Hen. And who loved Tilly ? 
Ask that at Magdebourg — or for that matter 
Wallenstein either ; — they are gone to 

Eric, Best ; 

But what beyond 't is not ours to pronounce. 

Hen, I wish they had left us something of their 
rest: 
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The country (nominallj now at peace) 
Is over-run with — God knows who : they fly 
By night, and disappear with sunrise ; but 
Leave us no less desolation, nay, even more, 
Than the most open warfare. 

Mic. But Count Ulric — 

What has all this to do with him ? 

Een. With him/ 

He might prevent it As you say he 's fond 

Of war, why makes he it not on those marauders? 

Mic. You 'd better ask himself. 

ffen, I would as soon 

Ask the lion why he laps not milk. 

Mrtc. And here he comes I 

Ifen. The devil I you '11 hold your tongue ? 

Mric. Why do you turn so pale ? 

ffen. 'T is nothing — but 

Be silent. 

Mic, I will, upon what you have said. 

Hen. I assure you I meant nothing, — a mere sport 
Of words, no more ; besides, had it been otherwise, 
He is to espouse the gentle Baroness 
Ida of Stralenheim, the late baron's heiress ; 
And she, no doubt, will soften whatsoever 
Of fierceness the late long intestine wars 
Hath given all natures, and most unto those 
Who were bom in them, and bred up upon 
The knees of Homicide ; sprinkled, as it were, 
With blood even at their baptism. Prithee, peace 
On all that I have said ! 
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Em&f' UlBio and BoDOLPfir. 

Good morrow, count. 

Vlr, Grood morrow, worthy flemrick. Eric, id 
All ready for the chase ? 

Eric, The dogs are ordered 

Down to the forest, and the vassals out 
To beat the bushes, and the day looks promising. 
Shall I call forth your excellency's suite ? 
What courser will you please to mount ? 

Ult. The duU, 

Walstein. 

Eric, I fear he scarcely has recovered 
The toils of Monday : *t was a nobte chase : 
You speared four with your own hand. 

Vlr. True, good Eric; 

I had forgotten — let it be the grey, then. 
Old Ziska : he has not been out this fortnight. 

Eric, He shall be straight caparisoned. How 
many 
Of your iinmediate retainers 6hall 
Escort you ? 

Vlr. I leavie that to Weilburgh, oxxt 

Master of the horse. {Exit Eric. 

&odolp& ! 

Rod. My lord ! 

Vlr. The neWs 

Is awkward from the — (Rodolph points to Hen- 

BICK.) 

How now, Henrick ? tvhy 
Loiter you here ? 
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ffen. For your commands, my lord. 

Ulr. Go to my father, and present my duty, 
And learn if lie would aught with me before 
I mount. {^Exit Henkick* 

Rodolph, our friends have had a check 
Upon the frontiers of Franconia, and 
'T is rumored that the column sent against them 
Is to be strengthened. I must join them soon. 

Hod. Best wait for farther and more sure advices* 

Ulr, I mean it — and indeed it could not well 
Have fallen out at a time more opposite 
To all my plans. 

Mod. It will be difficult 

To excuse your absence to the count your father. 

Vlr4 Yes, but the unsettled state of our domain 
In high Silesia will permit and cover 
My journey. In the mean time, when we are 
Engaged in the chase, draw off the eighty men 
Whom Wolffe leads — keep the forests on your 

route : 
You know it well ? 

Hod. As well as on that night 

When we 

Ulr. We will not speak of that until 

We can repeat the same with like success : 
And when you have joined, give Rosenberg this 
letter. [^Gives a letter. 

Add further, that I have sent this slight addition 
To our force with you and Wolffe, as herald of 
My coming, though I could but spare them ill 
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At this time, as my father loves to keep 
Full numbers of retainers round the castle, 
Until this marriage, and its feasts and fooleries, 
Are rung out with its peal of nuptial nonsense. 

JRod. I thought you loved the lady Ida ? 

Ulr. Why, 

I do so — but it follows not from that 
I would bind in my youth and glorious years. 
So brief and burning, with a lady's zone, 
Although 'twere that of Venus ; — but I love her. 
As woman should be loved, fairly and solely. 

Hod. And constantly ? 

Ulr, I think so ; for I love 

Nought else. — But I have not the time to pause 
Upon these gewgaws of the heart. Great things 
We have to do ere long. Speed I speed ! good 
Rodolph ! 

Hod, On my return, however, I shall find 
The Baroness Ida lost in Countess Siegendorf ? 

Ulr. Perhaps my father wishes it ; and sooth 
'T is no bad policy : this union with 
The last bud of the rival branch at once 
Unites the future and destroys the past. 

Rod. Adieu. 

Ulr. Yet hold — we had better keep together 
Until the chase begins ; then draw thou off. 
And do as I have said. 

Eod. I will. But to 

Betum — 't was a most kind act in the count 
Tour father to send up to Konigsberg 
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For this fair orphan of the baron, and 
To hail her as his daughter. 

Vlr, Wondrous kind ! 

Especially as little kindness till 
Then grew between them. 

Rod, The late baron died 

Of a fever, did he not? 

Ulr, How should I know ? 

Rod. I have heard it whispered there was some- 
thing strange 
About his death — and even the place of it 
Is scarcely known. 

Ulr. Some obscure village on 

The Saxon or Silesian frontier. 

Rod. He 

Has left no testament — no farewell words ? 

Vlr. I am neither confessor nor notary, 
So cannot say. 

Rod. Ah ! here 's the lady Ida. 

Enter Ida Stralenheim.* 

Vlr. You are early, my sweet cousin ! 

Ida. Not too early. 

Dear Ulric, if I do not interrupt you. 
Why do you call me " cousin ? " 

* [Ida, the new personage, is a prccocions girl of fifteen, in a 
great iiurry to bo married ; and who has very little to do in the 
business of the play, but to produce an effect by fainting at the 
discovery of the villany of her beloved, and partially touching 
on it in a previous scene. — Ecu Bev.] 
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Vlr. {smiling). Are we not so ? 

Ida. Yes, but I do not like the name ; methinka 
It sounds so cold, as if you thought upon 
Our pedigree, and only weighed our blood. 

Ulr. {starting). Blood I 

Ida, Why does yours start from your cheeks ? 

Vlr. Ay I doth it ? 

Ida. It doth — but no ! it rushes like a torrent 
Even to your brow again. 

Ulr. {recovering himself). And if it fled, 
It only was because your presence sent it 
Back to my heart, which beats for you, sweet cousin 1 

Ida, '^ Cousin " again. 

Ulr. Nay, then I '11 call you sister. 

Ida. I like that name still worse. — Would we 
had ne'er 
Been aught of kindred ! 

Wr. {gloomily). Would we never had ! 

Ida. Oh heavens ! and can you wish that ? 

Ulr. Dearest Ida ! 

Did I not echo your own wish ? 

Ida. Yes, Ulric, 

But then I wished it not with such a glance. 
And scarce knew what I said ; but let me be 
Sister, or cousin, what you will, so that 
I still to you am something. 

Ulr^ You shall be 

AU— all 

Ida. And you to me are so already ; 

But I can wait 
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Vlr. Dear Ida ! 

Ida. Call me Ida, 

Tour Ida, for I wouM be yours, none else's -^ 
Indeed I have none else left, since my poor father— 

[^She patises. 

Ulr, You have mne — you have wie, 

Ida, Deal' Ulric, how I wish 

My father could but view my happiness, 
Which wants but this I 

Ulr, Indeed ! 

Ida, You would have loved him, 

He you ; for the brave ever love each other : 
His manner was a little cold, his spirit 
Proud (as is birth's prerogative) ; but under 

This grave exterior Would you had known each 

other I 
Had such as you been near him on his journey, 
He had not died without a friend to soothe 
His last and lonely moments. 

Ulr, Who says that f 

Ida. What? 

Ulr, That he died alone, 

Ida. The general rumor. 

And disappearance of his servants, who 
Have ne'er returned : that fever was most deadly 
Which swept them all away. 

Ulr. If they were near him, 

He could not die neglected or alone. 

Ida, Alas ! what is a menial to a deathbed. 
When tlie dim eye rolls vainly round for what 
It loves ? — They say he died of a fever. 
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Ulr. Say ! 

It was so. 

Idxu I sometimes dream otherwise. 

{77r. All dreams are false. 

Ida, And jet I see him as 

I see 70a. 

IJlr. Where f 

Ida. In sleep — I see him lie 

Pale, bleeding, and a man with a raised knife 
Beside him. 

V2r, But you do not see his face f 

Ida (looking at him). No I Oh, my Grod ! do you f 

Ulr, Why do you ask ? 

Ida, Because you look as if you saw a murderer I 

Ulr. {agitatedly). Ida, this is mere childishness ; 
your weakness 
Infects me, to my shame ; but as all feelings 
Of yours are common to me, it affects me. 
Prithee, sweet child, change 

Ida, Child, indeed ! I have 

Full fifteen summers ! [A bugle sounds. 

Rod, Hark, my lord, the bugle ! 

Ida {peevishly to Rodolph). Why need you tell 
him that ? Can he not hear it 
Without your echo ? 

Rod, Pardon me, fair baroness 1 

Ida. I will not pardon you, unless you earn it 
By aiding me in my dissuasion of 
Count Ulric from the chase to day. 

Rod, You will not. 

Lady, need aid of mine. 



SCENE I. 


A TKAGEDT. 


Ulr. 


I must not now 


Forego it. 




Ida. 


But you shall I 


Ulr. 


Shall! 


Ida. 


Yes, 
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No true knight — Come, dear Ulric ! yield to me 
In this, for this one day : the day looks heavy, 
And you are turned so pale and ill. 

Ulr. You jest. 

Ida. Indeed I do not : — ask of Rodolph. 

Rod. Truly, 

My lord, within this quarter of an hour 
You have changed more than e'er I saw you change 
In years. 

Ulr. 'T is nothing ; but if 't were, the air 
Would soon restore me. I 'm the true chameleon, 
And live but on the atmosphere ; your feasts 
In castle halls, and social banquets, nurse not 
My spirit — I'm a forester and breather 
Of the steep mountain-tops, where I love all 
Tlie eagle loves. 

Ida. Except his prey, I hope. 

Ulr. Sweet Ida, wish me a fair chase, and I 
Will bring you six boars' heads for trophies home* 

Ida. And will you not stay, then? You shall 
not go ! 
Come ! I will sing to you. 

Ulr. Ida, you scarcely 

Will make a soldier's wife. 
Idcu I do not wish 
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To be 60 ; for I trost tibese wars, are over, 
And jou will live in peace on your domains. 

Miter Weknjeb as Count Siegendosp. 

Ulr. My father, I salute you, and it grieves 
Widi such brief greeting. — You have heard oor 

bugle; 
The vassals wait. 

Sieg. So let them. — You forget 

To-morrow is the appointed festival 
In Prague for peace restored. You are apt to fellow 
The chase with sudh an ardor as will scarce 
Permit you to return to-day, or if 
Betumed, too much fatigued to join to-morrow 
The nobles in our marshalled ranks. 

Ulr. Y0Q9 comity 

Will well supply the place of both — I am not 
A lover of these pageantries. 

Sieg. No, Ulric: 

It were not well that you alone of all 
Our young nobility 

Ida, And &ur the noblest 

In aspect and demeanor. 

Sieg. (to Ida). Tkme, 4ear <childl, 

Though somewhat £rankly said for a &ir damaci,. — 
But, Ulric, recollect too our position, 
So lately reinstated in our honors. 
Believe me, 't would be marked in any house, 
But most in ours, that 0K£ should be found wanting 
At such a time and place. Besides, the Heaven 
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Which gave us back our own, in the same moment 
It spread its peace o'er all, hath double claims 
On us for thanksgiving : j&rst, for oar countiy ; 
And next, that we are here to share its blessings. 
Vlr, (aside). Devout, too ! Well, sir, I obey at 
•nee. (27ien aloud to a ServaaL) 

Ludwig, dismiss the train without 1 [^Mcit Ludwigu 

Ida. And so 

You yield at once to him what I for hours 
Might supplicate in vain. 

Sieff. (^smiling). Ycm are not jealous 

Of me, I trust, my pretty rebel ! who 
Would sanction disobedience against all 
Except thyself? But fear not ; thou shalt rule tiim 
Hereafter with a fonder sway and £rmer. 

Ida. But I should like to govern now. 

Sieg. You shikl. 

Your harp^ which by the way awaits you with 
The countess in her chamber. She complains 
That you are a sad truant to your music : 
She attends you. 

Ida. TSbken good morrow, my kind kinsmen! 
mric, you H coine and hear jne ? 

Ulr. By:a3idiby. 

Ida. Be sure I Hsouad it better than your latogleB; 
Then pray you be as punctual to its notes ^ 
I*Q play you King Gustavms' oaarch. 

Vlr. And why not 

Old Tilly's ? 

Ma. K<ot Uoiat mansfter's! I should ithink 
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My harp-strings rang with groans, and not with 

music, 
Could aught of Ms sound on it: — but come quickly ; 
Your mother will be eager to receive you, 

[^Exit Ida. 

Sieg. Ulric, I wish to speak with you alone. 

Ulr, My time 's your vassal 
{Aside to Rodolpu.) Rodolph, hence ! and do 
As I directed : and by his best speed 
And readiest means let Rosenberg reply. 

Rod. Count Siegendorf, command you aught? I 
am bound 
Upon a journey past the frontier. 

Sieg, (starts). Ah ! — 

Where ? on what frontier ? 

Rod. The Silesian, on 

My way — {Aside to Ulric.) — Where shall I say? 

Ulr, {aside to Rodolph.) To Hamburgh. 

{Aside to himself,) That 
Word will, I think, put a firm padlock on 
His further inquisition. 

Rod, Count, to Hamburgh. 

Sieg, {agitated), Hamburgh I No, I have nought 
to do there, nor 
Am aught connected with that city. Then 
God speed you I 

Rod, Fare ye well, Count Siegendorf ! 

[^Exit Rodolph. 

Sieg, Ulric, this man, who has just departed, is 
One of those strange companions whom I fain 
Would reason with you on. 
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Ulr. My lord, he is 

Noble by birth, of one of the first houses 
In Saxony. 

Sieg. I talk not of his birth, 
But of his bearing. Men speak lightly of him. 

Ulr, So they will do of most men. Even the 
monarch 
Is not fenced from his chamberlain's slander, or 
The sneer of the last courtier whom he has made 
Great and ungrateful. 

Sieg, If I must be plain. 

The world speaks more than lightly of this Bodolph: 
They say he is les^ed with the "black bands" 

who still 
Ravage the frontier. 

Ulr, And will you believe 

The world ? 

Sieg, In this case — yes. 

Ulr. In any case, 

I thought you knew it better than to take 
An accusation for a sentence. 

Sieg, Son ! 

I understand you : you refer to but 

My Destiny has so involved about me 
Her ^ider web, that I can only flutter 
Like the poor fly, but break it not. Take heed, 
Ulric ; you have seen to what the passions led me : 
Twenty long years of misery and famine 
Quenched them not — twenty thousand more, per- 
chance, 

VOL. vin. 17 \ 
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Hereafter (or even here in moments which 
Might date for years, did Anguish make the dial) 
May not obliterate or expiate 
The madness and dishonor of an instant. 
Uh-ic, be warned by a father ! — I was not 
By mine, and you behold me ! 

Ulr. I behold 

The prosperous and beloved Siegendorf, 
Lord of a prince's appanage, and honored 
By those he rules and those he ranks with. 

Sieg. Ah I 

Why wilt thou call me prosperous. While I fear 
For thee ? Beloved, when thou lovest me not I 
All hearts but one may beat in kindness for me — 
But if my son's is cold I 

Ulr, Who dare say that ? 

Sieff. None else but I, who see it — feel it — 
keener 
Than would your adversary, who dared say so, 
Your sabre in his heart I But mine survives 
The wound. 

Ulr. You err. My nature is not given 
To outward fondling : how should it be so. 
After twelve years' divorcement from my parents ? 

Sieg. And did not / too pass those twelve torn 
years 
In a like absence ? But 't is vain to urge you — 
Nature was never called back by remonstrance. 
Let's change the theme. I wish you to consider 
That these young violent nobles of high name, 
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But dark deeds (ay, tlie darkest, if all Rumor 
Reports be true), with whom thou consortest, 
Will lead thee 

Ulr. (impatiently). Ill be led by no man. 

Sieg. Nor 

Be leader of such, I would hope : at once 
To wean thee from the perils of thy youth 
And haughty spirit, I have thought it well 
That thou shouldst wed the lady Ida — more 
As thou appear'st to love her. 

Ulr. I have said 

I will obey your orders, were they to 
Unite with Hecate — can a son say more ? 

Sieg. He says too much in saying this. It is not 
The nature of thine age, nor of thy blood, 
Nor of thy temperament, to talk so coolly, 
Or act so carelessly, in that which is 
The bloom or blight of all men's happiness, 
(For Glory's pillow is but restless if [bias. 

Love lay not down his cheek there) : some strong 
Some master fiend is in thy service to 
Misrule the mortal who believes him slave. 
And makes his every thought subservient ; else 
Thou 'dst say at once — "I love young Ida, and 
Will wed her ; " or, " I love her not, and all 
The powers of earth shall never make me." — So 
Would I have answered. 

Ulr. Sir, you wed for love ? 

Sieg. I did, and it has been my only refuge 
In many miseries. 
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Ulr. Which miseries 

E[ad never been but for this love-match. 

Sieg. StiU 

Against your age and ijature I Who at twenty 
E'er answered thus till now ? 

Ulr. Did you not warn me 

Against your own example ? 

Sieg. Boyish sophist ! 

In a word, do you love, or love not, Ida ? 

Ulr, What matters it, if I am ready to 
Obey you in espousing her ? 

Sieg, As far 
As you feel, nothing, but all life for her. 
She 's young — all beautiful — adores you — is 
Endowed with qualities to give happiness, 
Such as rounds common life into a dream 
Of something which your poets cannot paint, 
And (if it were not wisdom to love virtue) 
For which Philosophy might barter Wisdom ; 
And giving so much happiness, deserves 
A little in return. I would not have her 
Break her heart for a man who has none to break ; 
Or wither on her stalk like some pale rose 
Deserted by the bird she thought a nightingale. 
According to the Orient tale. She is 

Ulr. The daughter of dead Stralenheim, your foe : 
I '11 wed her, ne'ertheless ; though, to say truth, 
Just now I ^m not violently transported 
In favor of such unions. 

Sieg, But she loves you. 
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TJlr, And I love her, and therefore would think 
twice. 

Sieg. Alas ! Love never did so. 

Ulr. Then 'tis tune 

He should begin, and take the bandage from 
His eyes, and look before he leaps : till now 
He hath ta'en a jump i' the dark. 

Sieg. But you consent ? 

Ulr, I did, and do. 

Sieg. Then fix the day. 

Ulr. 'T is usual, 

And certes courteous, to leave that to the lady. 

Sieg. /will engage for her. 

Ulr. So wiU not / 

For any woman ; and as what I fix, 
I fain would see unshaken, when she gives 
Her answer, I '11 give mine. 

Sieg, But 't is your office 

To woo. 

Ulr. Count, 't is a marriage of your making, 
So be it of your wooing ; but to please you 
I will now pay my duty to my mother. 
With whom, you know, the lady Ida is. — 
What would you have ? You have forbid my stirring 
For manly sports beyond the castle walls. 
And I obey ; you bid me turn a chamberer, 
To pick up gloves, and fens, and knitting-needles, 
And list to songs and tunes, and watch for smiles, 
And smile at pretty prattle, and look into 
The eyes of feminine, as though they were 
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The stars receding early to our wish 

Upon the dawn of a world-winning battle — 

What can a son or man do more ? [^Exit Ulbic. 

Sieg. (solus). Too much I — 

Too much of duty and too little love I 
He pays me in the coin he owes me not : 
For such hath been my wayward fate, I could not 
Fulfil a parent's duties by his side 
Till now ; but love he owes me, for my thoughts 
Ne'er left him, nor my eyes longed without tears 
To see my child again, and now I have found him ! 
But how ! — obedient, but with coldness ; duteous 
In my sight, but with carelessness ; mysterious — 
Abstracted — distant — much given to long absence. 
And where — none know — in league with the most 

riotous 
Of our young nobles ; though, to do him justice, 
He never stoops down to their vulgar pleasures ; 
Yet there 's some tie between them which I cannot 
Unravel. They look up to him — consult him — 
Throng round him as a leader : but with me 
He hath no confidence ! Ah ! can I hope it 
Afler — what ! doth my father's curse descend 
Even to my child ? Or is the Hungarian near 
To shed more blood ? or — Oh ! if it should be ! 
Spirit of Stralenheim, dost thou walk these walls 
To wither him and his — who, though they slew not, 
Unlatched the door of death for thee ? 'T was not 
Our fault, nor is our sin : thou wert our foe. 
And yet I spared thee when my own destruction 
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Slept with thee, to awake with thine awakening ! 
And only took — Accursed gold I thou liest 
Like poison in mj hands ; I dare not use thee, 
Nor part from thee ; thou earnest in such a guise, 
Methinks thou wouldst contaminate all hands 
Like mine. Yet I have done, to atone for thee, 
Thou villanous gold I and thy dead master's doom, 
Though he died not hj me or mine, as much 
As if he were my brother ! I have ta'en 
His orphan Ida — cherished her as one 
Who will be mine. 

Miter an Attendant. 

Atten. The abbot, if it please 

Your excellency, whom you sent for, waits 
Upon you. [^Exit Attendant. 

Enter the Prior Albert. 

Prior, Peace be with these walls, and all 

Within them ! 

Sieg, Welcome, welcome, holy father ! 
And may thy prayer be heard ! — all men have need 
Of such, and I 

Prior. Have the first claim to all 

The prayers of our community. Our convent. 
Erected by your ancestors, is still 
Protected by their children. 

Sieg. Yes, good father ; 

Continue daily orisons for us 
Li these dim days of heresies and blood. 
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Though the schismatic Swede, Gustavus, is 
Qone home. 

Prior, To the endless home of unbelievers, 
Where there is everlasting wail and woe, 
Gnashing of teeth, and tears of blood, and fire 
Eternal, and the worm which dieth not ! 

Sieg. True, father: and to avert those pangs 
from one. 
Who, though of our most faultless holy church, 
Yet died without its last and dearest offices. 
Which smoothe the soul through purgatorial pains, 
I have to offer humbly this donation 
In masses for his spirit. 

[SiEGENDOBF offers the gold which he had taken 
from Stealenheim. 

Prior, Count, if I 

Receive it, 't is because I know too well 
Refusal would offend you. Be assured 
The largess shall be only dealt in alms, 
And every mass no less sung for the dead. 
Our house needs no donations, thanks to yours, 
Which has of old endowed it ; but from you 
And yours in all meet things 't is fit we obey. 
For whom shall mass be said ? 

Sieg, {faltering). For — for — the dead. 

Prior, His name ? 

Sieg, T ' is from a soul, and not a name, 

I would avert perdition. 

Prior, I meant not 

To pry into your secret. We will pray 
For one unknown, the same as for the proudest. 
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Sieg, Secret I I have none; but, father, he who 's 
gone 
Might have one ; or, in short, he did bequeathe — 
No, not bequeathe — but I bestow this sum 
For pious purposes. 

Prior. A proper deed 

In the behalf of our departed friends. 

Sieg. But he who 's gone was not mj friend, but 
foe, 
The deadliest and the stanchest 

Prior. Better still ! 

To employ our means to obtain heaven for the 

souls 
Of our dead enemies is worthy those 
Who can forgive them living. 

Sieg. But I did not 

Forgive this man. I loathed him to the last. 
As he did me. I do not love him now. 
But 

Prior. Best of all ! for this is pure religion ! 
You fain would rescue him you hate from hell — 
An evangelical compassion — with 
Your own gold too I 

Sieg. Father, 't is not my gold. 

' Prior. Whose then? You said it was no 
legacy. 

Sieg. No matter whose — of this be sure, that he 
Who owned it never more will need it, save 
In that which it may purchase from your altars : 
T is yours, or theirs. 
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Prior, Is there no blood up<m it ? 

Sieg, No; but there 's worse than blood — eternal 
shame! 

Prior. Did he who owned it die in his hedf 

Sieg. Alas I 

He did. 

Prior. Son ! you relapse into revenge, 
If you regret your enemy's bloodless death. 

Sieg. His death was fathomlessly deep in blood. 

Prior. You said he died in bed, not battle. 

Sieg. He 

Died, I scarce know — but — he was stabbed i' the 

dark, 
And now you have it — perished on his pillow 
By a cut-throat ! — Ay ! — you may look upon me I 
/am not the man. I'll meet your eye on that point. 
As I can one day God's. 

Prior. Nor did he die 

By means, or men, or instrument of yours ? 

Sieg. No ! by the God who sees and strikes I 

Prior. Nor know you 

"Who slew him ? 

Sieg. I could only guess at one^ 

And he to me a stranger, unconnected, 
As unemployed. Except by one day's knowledge, 
I never saw the man who was suspected. 

Prior. Then you are free from guilt. 

Sieg. {eagerly). Oh ! am I ? — say ! 

Prior. You have said so, and know best. 

Sieg. Father ! I have spoken 



SCENE I. A. TRAGEDY. 267 

The truth, and nought but truth, if not the whole : 

Yet say I am not guilty ! for the blood 

Of this man weighs on me, as if I shed it, 

Though, by the Power who abhorreth human blood, 

I did not ! — nay, once spared it, when I might 

And cotdd — ay, perhaps, should (if our self-safety 

Be e'er excusable in such defences 

Against the attacks of over-potent foes) : 

But pray for him, for me, and all my house ; 

For, as I said, though I be innocent, 

I know not why, a like remorse is on me. 

As if he had fallen by me or mine. Pray for me 

Father I I have prayed myself in vain. 

Prior, I will. 

Be comforted ! You are innocent, and should 
Be calm as innocence. 

Sieg. But calmness is not 

Always the attribute of innocence. 
I feel it is not. 

Prior. But it will be so. 

When the mind gathers up its truth within it 
Remember the great festival to-morrow. 
In which you rank amidst our chiefest nobles. 
As well as your brave son ; and smoothe your aspect, 
Nor in the general orison of thanks 
For bloodshed stopt, let blood you shed not rise, 
A cloud upon your thoughts. This were to be 
Too sensitive. Take comfort, and forget 
Such things, and leave remorse unto the guilty. 

[Exeunt* 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

A large and magnificent Gothic HaU in the CasUe 
of Siegendorf decorated with Trophies^ Banners^ 
and Arms of that Family. 
Enter Arnheim and Meister, attendants of 
Count Siegendorf. 

Am. Be quick ! the count will soon return : the 
ladies 
Already are at the portal. Have you sent 
The messengers in search of him he seeks for ? 

Meis. I have, in all directions, over Prague, 
As far as the man's dress and figure could 
By your description track him. The devil take 
These revels and processions ! All the pleasure 
(If such there be) must fall to the spectators. 
I 'm sure none doth to us who make the show. 

Am. Gro to ! my lady countess comes. 

Meis. I 'd rather 

Ride a day's hunting on an outworn jade, 
Than follow in the train of a great man 
In these dull pageantries. 

Am. Begone ! and rail 

Within. [^JSxeunt. 

Enter the Countess Josephine Siegendorf and 

Ida Stralenheim. 

Jos. Well, Heaven be praised, the show is over I 
Ida. How can you say so ! never have I dreamt 
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Of aught so beautifuL The flowers, the boughs, 
The banners, and the nobles, and the knights, 
The gems, the robes, the plumes, the happy faces. 
The coursers, and the incense, and the sun 
Streaming through the stained windows, even the 

tomhs, 
Which looked so calm, and the celestial hymns. 
Which seemed as if they rather came from heaven 
Than mounted there. The bursting organ's peal 
Boiling on high like an harmonious thunder ; 
The white robes and the lifted eyes ; the world 
At peace ! and all at peace with one another I 
Oh, my sweet mother ! [Emlrdcing Josephine. 

Jos. My beloved child I 

For such, I trust, thou shalt be shortly. 

Ida. Oh I 

I am so already. Feel how my heart beats I 

Jo$. It does, my love ; and never may it throb 
With aught more bitter. 

Ida. Never shall it do so I 

How should it ? What should make us grieve ? I 

hate 
To hear of sorrow : how can we be sad. 
Who love each other so entirely ? You, 
The count, and Ulric, and your daughter Ida. 

Jos. Poor child ! 

Ida. Do you pity me ? 

Jos. No ; I but envy, 

And that in sorrow, not in the world's sense 
Of the universal vice, if one vice be 
More general than another. 
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Ida. 1 11 not hear 

A word against a world which still contains 
You and my Ulric. Did you ever see 
Aught like him ? How he towered amongst them all ! 
How all eyes followed him ! The flowers fell faster — 
Rained from each lattice at his feet, methought. 
Than before all the rest ; and where he trod 
I dare be sworn that they grow still, nor e'er 
Will wither. 

Job, You will spoil him, little flatterer. 

If he should hear you. 

Ida, But he never wilL 

I dare not say so much to him — I fear him. 

Jos, Why so ? he loves you well. 

Ida, But I can never 

Shape my thoughts ofhjxn. into words to him. 
Besides, he sometimes frightens me. 

Jos. How so ? 

Ida. A cloud comes o'er his blue eyes suddenly, 
Yet he says nothing. 

Jos, It is nothing : all men, 

Especially in these dark troublous times, 
Have much to think of. 

Ida. But I cannot think 

Of aught save him. 

Jos. Yet there are other men. 

In the world's eye, as goodly. There's, for instance. 
The young Count Waldorf, who scarce once withdrew 
ffis eyes from yours to-day. 

Ida. I did not see him 

But Ulric. Did you not see at the moment 
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When all knelt, and I wept ? and jet methought, 
Through my fast tears, though they were thick and 

warm, 
I saw him smi l ing on me. 

Jos, I could not 

See aught save heaven, to which my eyes were raised 
Together with the people's. 

Ida. I thought too 

Of heaven, although I looked on Ulric. 

Jos. Come, 

Let us retire ; they will be here anon 
Expectant of the banquet We will lay 
Aside these nodding plumes and dragging trains. 

Ida. And, above all, these stiff and heavy jewels, 
Which make my head and heart ache, as both throb 
Beneath their glitter o'er my brow and zone. 
Dear mother, I am with you. 

Mnter Count Siegendorp, infvU dress, from the 
solemnity, and Ludwig. 

Sieg. Is he not found ? 

Lud. Strict search is making everywhere ; and if 
The man be in Prague, be sure he will be found. 

Sieg. Where 's Ulric ? 

Lud. He rode round the other way 

With some young nobles ; but he left them soon ; 
And, if I err not, not a minute since 
I heard his excellency, with his train, 
Grallop o'er the west drawbridge. 
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Enter Ulbic, spUndidhf dreued, 

Sieg. (to Lxjdwio). See they cease not 

Their quest of him I have described. [^Exit Lxtdttig. 

Oh,UhicI 
How have I longed for thee ! 

Ulr. Yonr wish is granted — 

Behold me ! 

Sieg. I have seen the murderer. 

Ulr. Whom? Where? 

Sieg. The Hungarian, who slew Stralenhehn. 

Ulr. You dream. 

Sieg. I live ! and as I live, I saw him — 

Heard him ! he dared to utter even mj name. 

Ulr. What name ? 

Sieg. Werner I 't wets mine. 

Ulr. It must be so 

No more : forget it. 

Sieg. Never! never! all 

My destinies were woven in that name : 
It will not be engraved upon my tomb, 
But it may lead me there. 

Ulr. To the point — the Hungarian ? 

Sieg. Listen ! — The church was thronged ; the 
hymn was raised ; 
*^Te Deum " pealed from nations, rather than 
From choirs, in one great cry of " Grod be praised *' 
For one day's peace, after thrice ten dread years, 
Each bloodier than the former : I arose, 
With all the nobles, and as I looked down 
Along the lines of lifted fisu^s, — from 
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Oar bannered and escatchconed gallery, I 
Saw, like a flash of lightning (for I saw 
A moment and no more), what struck me sightlesB 
To all else — the Hungarian's face ! I gi'ew 
SicJi ; and when I recovered from tlie mist 
Which curled about mj senses, and again 
Looked down, I saw him not. The thanksgiving 
Was over, and we marched back in procession. 

Vlr, Ck)ntinue. 

Sieg, When we readied the Muldau's bridge^ 
Tlie joyous crowd above, the numberless 
Barks manned with reveUers in tlieir best garbs. 
Which shot along the glancing tide below. 
The decorated street, the long array, 
The clashing music, and the thundering 
Of far artillery, which seemed to bid 
A long and loud farewell to its great doings, 
The Btandai'ds o'er me and the tnmiplings round. 
The roar of rushing thousands, — all — all could not 
Cliase this man from my mind, although my senses 
No longer held him palpable. 

Ulr. You saw him 

No more, then ? 

Sieg. I looked, as a dying soldier 
Looks at a draught of water, for this man : 
But still I saw him not ; but in his stead 

Ulr. What in his stead ? 

Sieg. My eye for ever fell 

Upon your dancing crest ; the loftiest. 
As on tlie loftiest and the loveliest head 
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It rose the highest of the stream of plumes, 
Which overllowed the glittering streets of Prague. 

Ulr* What 'b this to the Huugarian ? 

Sieg. Much ; for I 

Had almost then forgot him in my son ; 
When just as the artillery ceased, and paused 
The music, and the crowd embraced in lieu 
Of shouting, I heard in a deep, low Toice, 
Distinct and keener far upon my ear [ner! ** 

Than tlie late cannon's volume, this word — " Fer- 

Vlr. Uttered by 

Sieg. Him! I turned — and saw — and folL 

Ulr. And wherefore ? Were you seen? 

Sieg. The officious caie 

Of those around me dragged me from the spot. 
Seeing my faintness, ignorant of the cause ; 
You, too, were too remote in the procession 
(The old nobles being divided from their children} 
To aid mc. 

Uh. 3ut I Ul aid you now. 

Sieg. In what ? 

Ulr. In searching for this man, or When 

he 's found 
What shall we do with him ? 

Sieg. I know not that. 

Ulr. Then wherefore seek ? 

Sieg. Because I cannot rest 

Till he is found. His fate, and Stralenheim's, 
And ours, seem intertwisted ! nor can be 
,;Unravelled, till 
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JSaier an Attendant. 

Atten. A stranger to wait on 

Your excellency. 

Sieg. Who ? 

Atten. 'He gaye no name. 

Sieg. Admit him, nevertheless. 
[ The Attendant introduces Gabob, emd after' 
wards exit. 

Ah! 
Gah^ '^TS, then, Werner! 

Sieg. {haughtily). The same 70U ^ew, sir, bj 

that name ; and you! 
Gab. (looking round). I recognize you both 
father and son, 
It seems. Count, I have heard that you, or yours, 
Have lately been in search of me : I am here. 
Sieg. I have sought you, and have found you : 
you are charged 
(Your own heart may inform you why) with «uch 

A crime as [ J3& pauses. 

Ckcb. Give it utterance, and then 

1 11 meet the consequences. 

Sieg. You shall do so— 

Unless 

Gah. First, who accuses me ? 
Sieg. All things. 

If not all men : the universal rumor — 
My own presence on the spot — the place — the 

time — 
And every speck of circumstance tmite 
To fix the blot on you. 



276 VERMER, ACT T. 

Gab. And on me (Mi7y ? 

Pause Gro yon answer : is no otlier name, 
Save mine, Btoincd in tliU business F 

Sieg. Trifling villiun I 

Who pla/st wilL thino own guilt I Of nil that 

breathe 
Tbon best dost know the innocence of him 
'Gainst wliom thy breath would hlow thy bloodj' 

slander. 
But I will tallc no further with a wretch, 
Further llum justice asks. Answer at once, 
And without qnibbUng, to my charge. 

Ca5. Tia false! 

5%. Who says 80 ? 

Gab. I. 

Sitg. And bow disprove it ? 

Gab. By 

The presence of the murderer. 

SUg. Name him I 

GcA. He 

Hay have more names than (me. Tour lordship 

had so 
Once on a time. 

Sieg. If yon mean me, I dare 

Tour utmost. 

Gab. Tou may do so, and in safety ; 

I know the assassin. 

Sieg. Where is he ? 

CjJ. (pointing to TTlric). Beside yx)a I 

[TTlbic nitJiet forward to ttUaek Gabob; Sieqbh? 
DOBF inUrpotei. 
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Sieg. Liar and fiend ! but you shall not be slain ; 
These walls are mine, and you are safe within them. 

\He turns to Ulric. 
Ulric, repel this calumny, as I 
Will do. I avow it is a growth so monstrous, 
I could not deem it earth-born : but be calm ; 
It will refute itself. But touch him not 

[Ulric endeavors to compose himself* 

Gab, Look at him, count, and then hear me. 

Sieg. (first to Gabor, and then looking at Ulric). 

I hear thee. 
My God ! you look 

Ulr. How ? 

Sieg. As on that dread night 

When we met in the garden. 

Ulr, (composes himself). It is nothing. 

Gab, Count, you are bound to hear me. I came 
hither 
Not seeking you, but sought When I knelt down 
Amidst the people in the church, I dreamed not 
To find the beggared Werner in the seat 
Of senators and princes ; but you have called me. 
And we have met. 

Sieg. Go on, sir. 

Gab. Ere I do so, 

Allow me to inquire who profited 
By Stralenheim's death ? Was 't I — as poor as ever ; 
And poorer by suspicion on my name ! 
The baron lost in that last outrage neither 
Jewels nor gold ; his life alone was sought, — 
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A life vrhich stobd bftvrecn the clnims of others 
To honoi-3 nnd estates scarce leu tlian princeljr. 

Sieg. These hints, 03 vague as vain, atiucli DO less 
To me thoD to ray son. 

Gab. I can't help that 

But let the consequence alight on him 
Who feels himself the guilty one amongst as. 
I speak to 700, Count Siegendorf, because 
I knoir you innocent, and deem you jnsL 
But ere I can proceed — dare you protect me ? 
J)are you command me ? 

[SiEai:NDOitF ^rtl looh at the Bunfforian, mid 
then at Ulric, toko hat unbuckUd kit tabre, 
tmd ie draining linet with it on the fioor^— 
itiU in iU ihealh. 
Ulr. (loots at Jiie father and laj/t) 

Let the man go on 1 
Gab' I am unarmed, count — bid your god lay 

Hia sabre. 

Vlr. (offeri it to him eontempluott^). 
Take it. 

Gab. No, sir, 'tis enough 

That wc arc both unarmed — I would not choose 
To wear a steel which may be stoned with more 
Blood than came there in battle. 

Vlr. (cdiff the eabrefrom kirn in cortttmpt). 
It — or some 
Such other weapon, in my hands — spared yours 
Once when disarmed and at my mercy. 
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Gab. True — 

I have not forgotten it : 70a spared me &r 
Your own especial purpose — to sustain 
An ignominy not my own. 

Ulr, Proceed. 

The tale is doubtless worthy the relater- 
But is it of my father to hear further ? 

[7b SlEGENDOSF. 

Sieg. (takes kis son by the hand). 
My son, I know my own innocence, and doubt not 
Of yours — but I have promised this man patience. 
Let him contume. 

Gab. I wiU not detain you 

By speaking of myself much ; I began 
Life early — and am what the world has made me. 
At Frankfort on the Oder, where I passed 
A winter in obscurity, it was 
My chance at several places of resort 
(Which I frequented sometimes but not often) 
To hear related a strange circumstance 
In Februaiy last A martial force, 
Sent by the state, had, after strong resistance. 
Secured a band of desperate men, supposed 
Marauders from the hostile camp. — They proved. 
However, not to be so — but banditti, 
Whom cither accidcmt or enterprise 
Had carried from their usual Iiaunt — the forests 
Which skirt Bohemia — even into Lusatia. 
Many amongst them were reported of 
High rank — and martial law slept for a time. 
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At last they were escorted o'er the frontiers, 
And placed beneath the civil jurisdiction 
Of the free town of Frankfort. Of their fate, 
I know no more. 

Sieg, And what is this to Ulric ? 

Gab. Amongst them there was said to be one man 
Of wonderful endowments : — birth and fortune, 
Youth, strength, and beauty, almost superliuman. 
And courage as unrivalled, were proclaimed 
His by the public rumor ; and his sway. 
Not only over his associates, but 
His judges, was attributed to witchcraft. 
Such was his influence : — I have no great faith 
In any magic save that of the mine — 
I therefore deemed him wealthy. — But mj soul 
Was roused with various feelings to seek out 
This prodigy, if only to behold him. . 

Sieg, And did you so ? ' 

Gab, You *11 hear. Chance favored me : 

A popular affray in the public square 
Drew crowds together — it was one of those 
Occasions where men's souls look out of them. 
And show them as they are — even in their faces : 
The moment my eye met his, I exclaimed, 
" This is the man ! " though he was then, as since. 
With the nobles of the city. I felt sure 
I had not erred, and watched him long and nearly : 
I noted down his form — his gesture — features. 
Stature, and bearing — and amidst them all. 
Midst every natural and acquired distinction, 
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I could discern, methought, the assassin's eye 
And gladiator's heart. 

Ulr, {smiliny). The tale sounds well. 

Gab. And may sound better. — He appeared 
tome 
One of those beings to whom Fortune bends 
As she doth to the daring — and on Avhom 
The fates of otliers oft depend ; besides, 
An indescribable sensation drew me 
Near to this man, as if my point of fortune 
Was to be fixed by him. — There I was wrong. 

Sieg. And may not be right now. 

Gab. I followed him, 

Solicited his notice — and obtained it — 
Though not his friendship : — it was his intention 
To leave the city privately — we left it 
Together — and together we arrived 
In the poor town where Werner was concealed, 

And Stralenheim was succored Now we are on 

The verge — dare you hear further ? 

Sieg. I must do so — 

Or I have heard too much. 

Gab. I saw in you 

A man above his station — and if not 
So high, as now I find you, in my then 
Conceptions, 't was that I had rarely seen 
Men such as you appeared in height of mind 
In the most high of worldly rank ; you Avere 
Poor, even to all save rags : I would have shared 
My purse, though slender, with you — you refused it. 
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Sieg. Doth my refusal make a debt to jou. 
That thus you urge it ? 

Gab, Still you owe me somctHing, 

Though' not for that ; and I owed you my safety, 
At least my seeming safety, when the slaves 
Of Stralenhcim pursued me on the grou<i*ds 
That 1 had robbed him. 

Sieg, I concealed yon — I, 

Whom and Avhose house you arraign, reviving viper I 

Gab, I accuse no man — save in my defence. 
You, count, have made yourself accuser — judge : 
Your hall 's my court, your heart is my tribunal. 
Be just, and /'U be merciful ! 

Sieg, Yon merciful I 

You! Base calumniator! 

Gab, I. T will rest 

With me at last to be so. You concealed me — * 
In secret passages known to yourself. 
You said, and to none else. At dead of night. 
Weary Avith watching in the dark, and dubious 
Of tracing back my way, I saw a glimmer. 
Through distant crannies, of a twinkling light : 
I followed it, and reached a door — a secret 
Portal — which opened to the chamber, where. 
With cautious hand ami slow, having first undone 
As much as made a crevice of the fastening, 
I looked through and beheld a purple bed, 
And on it Stralenheim ! -^ 

Sieg, Asleep 1 And yet 

You slew him ! — Wretch ! 
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Gab, He Avas already slaiii) 

And bleeding like a sacrifice. My own 
Blood became ice. 

Sieg* But he was all alone ! 

You saw none else ? You did not see the 

[Jjfij pauses from agitation. 

Gab, N<y^ 

He^ whom you dare not name, nor even I 
Scarce dare to recollect, was not then in 
The chamber. 

Sieg, {to Ulric). Thenj my boy ! thou art guilts 
less still — 
Thoti bad'st me srty /was so once — Oh ! now 
Do thou as much ! 

Gab. Be patient ! I can not 

Recede now, though it shake the very walls 
Which frown above us. You remember, — or 
If not, your son does, — that the locks were changed 
Beneath his chief inspection on tlM3 mom 
Which led to this same night : how he had entered 
He best knows — but within an antechamber, 
The door of which was half ajar, I saw 
A man Avho Avashed his bloody hands, and oft 
With stern and anxious glance gazed back upon 
The bleeding body — but it moved no more. 

Sieg, Oh ! God of fathers ! 

Gab, I beheld his features 

As I see yours — but yours they were not, though 
Resembling them — behold them in Count Ulric's I 
Distinct as I beheld them, though the expression 
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la not now what H then was; — but it was eo 
When I first charged him with the crime — so lately. 

Sieg. This is so 

Gab. (inierruptiag Mm). Nay — but hear me to 

the end ! 
JfoTO you must do so. — I conceived myself 
Beirnyed by you and him (for now I saw 
There was some tie between you) into this 
Pretended den of refuge, to become 
The victim of your guilt ; and my first thought 
Was vengeance : but though armed with a short 

poniard 
(Having left my sword without) I was no match 
For him at any time, as had been proved 
That morning — either in address or force. 
I turned, and fled — i' the dark : chance rather than 
Skill made me gain the secret door of the hall. 
And thence the chamber where you slept; if I 
Had found you waking, Heaven alono can tell 
What vengeance and suspicion might have prompted; 
But ne'er slept guilt as Werner slept that night. 
Sieff. And yet I bod horrid dreams ! and &uch 

brief sleep. 
The stars had not gone down when I awoke. 
Why didst thou spare me ? I dreamt of my father — 
And now my dream is out I 

Gab. Tis not my fault, 

If I have read it. — Well ! I fled and liid me — 
Chance led me here after so many moons — 
And showed me Werner in Count Sicgendorf I 
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"Werner, whom I had sought in huts in vain, 

Inliabited the palace of a sovereign ! 

You sought me and have found me — now jou 

know 
My secret, and may weigh its worth. 

Sieg. {after a pause). Indeed! 

Gah, Is it revenge or justice which inspires 
Your meditation ? 

Sieg, Neither — I was weighing 

The value of your secret. 

Gah, You shall know it 

At once: — When you were poor, and I, though 

poor. 
Rich enough to relieve such poverty 
As might have envied mine, I offered you 
My purse — you would not share it: — I'll be 

franker 
With you : you are wealthy, noble, trusted by 
The imperial powers— you understand me ? 

Sieg, Yes. 

Gah, Not quite. You think me venal, and scarce 
true: 
T is no less true, however, that my fortunes 
Have made me both at present You shall aid me: 
I would have aided you — and also have 
Been somewhat damaged in my name to save 
Yours and your son's. Weigh well what I have 
said. 

Sieg, Dare you await the event of a few minutes^ 
Deliberation ? 
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Gab. (casts kis eyes en Uluki, tdio is leamn^ 
agaimt a pillar). If I should do sp ? 

Sieg, I pledge my life for yours. Withdraw iixto 
This tower. [ Opens a tvjrret door. 

Gab, (Jiesitattngfy). This is the second safe asj- 
lum 
You have offered me. 

Sieff. And was not the first so ? 

Gab. I know not that oven now — but will approye 
The second. I have still a further shield. — 
I did not enter Prague alone ; and should I 
Be put to rest with Stralenheim, there are 
Some tongues without will wag in my behalf* 
Be brief in your decision I * 

Sieg. I will be so. — r 

My word is sacred and irrevocable 
Within these walls, but it extends no further. 

Gab. I'll take it for so much. [.groitni*^ 

Sieg. (points to Ulbic'« sabre stitt upon 4^0 

Take also tikH— 
I saw yon eye it eagerly, and him 
Distrustfully. 

Gab, (takes up the sahre), I will,; and so provi^ 
To sell my life — not cheaply. 



• [" Gab. I have yet an additional secnrity — I dH not 
Prague a solitary individual; and tliero are tongues withpiit 
that will speak for me, although I should even share the fate of 
Stralenheim. Let your deliberation be short" — "jStej. My 
promise is solemn, sacred, irrevocable: It extends not, howercr, 
beyond these walls/' — Miss Lee.] 
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[Gabor goes mio the turret^ which Siegexdorv 
closes. 

Sieg. {advances to Ulric). Now, Coiint IHric ! 
For son I dare not caHl thee — What say'st thou? 

nir. His tale is true. 

Sieg, True, monster I 

Ulr. Most true, father I 

And you did well to listen to it : what 
We know, we can provide against He must 
Be silenced. 

Sieg, Ay, with half of my domains j 

And with the other half, could lie and tbQU 
Unsay this villany. 

Ulr, It is no time 

For trifling or dissemhling. I have said 
His story 's true ; and he too must be silenced. 

Sieg, How so ? 

Ulr, As Stralenheim is. Are you so duD 

As never to have hit on this before ? 
When we met in the garden, what except 
Discovery in the act could make me know 
His death? Or had the prince's household beep 
Then summoned, would the cry for the police 
Been lefl to such a stranger ? Or should I 
Have loitered on the way ? Or, could youy Werner^ 
The object of the baron's hate and fe$u*^9 
Have fled, unless by many an hour before 
Suspicion woke ? I sought and fathomed you^ 
Doubting if you were falge or feeble : I 
Perceived you were the latter ; and yet so 
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Confiding liavc I found you, that I doubted 
V At times your weakness.* 

Sieg. PaiTicidc I no less 

Than common stabber ! What deed of my life. 
Or tliought of mine, could make you deem mc fit 
For your accomplice ? 

Ulr, Father, do not raise 

The devil you cannot lay between us. This 
Is time for union and for action, not 
For family disputes. While you were tortured, 

• [I nm ready to allow every fair license to dramntic verso 
but still it must liavo more than the bare typoj^phic impres 
of metro. Ten syllableSf counted by finger and thumb, will no 
do. None of US imagine — 

Day and ISarUn 
To prerent fraud, request purchasers to 
Look on the bigoature on the patent Blacking 
Bottles, etc. -^ 

to be versification, and the great miyority of the lines in thU 
tragedy arc just as harmonious : — e, ff, — " UL He too mast h\ 
silenced. — ll'cr. How so"? — UL As Stralenhcim is. Are yoi 
so dull as never to have hit on this before? When we met ii 
the garden, what except discovery in the act could make nw 
know his death? Or had the princess household been thei 
summoned, would the cry for the police been left to jsuch i 
stranger? [Pretty English this last sentence by the by! J Oi 
should I have loitered on the way? Or could j'ou, Werner, th« 
object of the baron's hate and fears, have fled — unless by man] 
an hour before suspicion woke? I sought and fathomed you 
doubting if you were false or feeble: I perceived you were tlw 
latter; and yet so confiding have I found you, tluit I doubted a 
times your weakness," etc. etc. There are other passages stil 
more prosaic. Why they are printed for verse, I cannot for th( 
life of me conjecture: they aro as plain prose as a tampiki 
act. — Du. MAGU(2f.J 
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Could /be calm ? Think you that I have heard 
This fellow's tale without some feeling? — You 
Have taught me feeling for you and myself; 
For whom or what else did you ever teach it? 

. Sieg, Oh ! my dead father's curse I 't is working 

/ now. 
Ulr. Let it work on I the grave will keep it down I 
Ashes are feeble foes : it is more easy 
To baffle such, than countermine a mole, 
Which winds its blind but living path beneath you. 
Yet hear me still ! — IS you condemn me, yet 
Remember who hath taught me once too often 
To listen to him I Who proclaimed to me 
That there were crimes made venial by the occasion ? 
That passion was our nature ? that the goods 
Of Heaven waited on the goods of fortune ? 
Who showed me his humanity secured 
By his nerves only ? Who deprived me of 
All power to vindicate myself and race 
In open day ? By his disgrace which stamped 
(It might be) bastardy on me, and on 
Himself — 9kfehrCs brand t The man who is 
At once both warm and weak invites to deeds 
He longs to do, but dare, not Is it strange 
That I should ad what you could think? We have 

done 
With right and wrong ; and now must only ponder 
Upon effects, not causes. Stralenheim, 
Whose life I saved from impulse, as unknovm, 
I would have saved a peasant's or a dog's, I slew 

, VOL. VIII. 19 
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Kruyum as our foe — but not from vengeance. He 

Was a rock in our way which I cut through. 

As doth the bolt, because it stood between us 

And our true destination — but not idly. 

As stranger I preserved him, and he owed me 

His life : when due, I but resumed the debt. 

He, you, and I stood o'er a gulf wherein 

I have plunged our enemy.* You kindled first 

The torch — you showed the path; now trace me 

that 
Of safety — or let me I 

Sieg, I have done with life I 

Ulr. Let us have done with that which cankers 

Ufe — 
Familiar feuds and vain recriminations 
Of things which cannot be undone. We have 
No more to learn or hide : I know no fear, 
And have within these very walls men who 
(Although you know them not) dare venture all 

things. 

• [" Ulr, We stood on a precipice down which one of three 
xnnst inevitably have plunged; for I will not deny that I knew 
my own situation to be as critical as yours. I therefore precipi- 
tated Stralenheim I You held the torch I You pointed out the 
path I Show me now that of safety; or let me show it you ! — 

Bieg. I have done with life I 

Ulr. Let us have done with retrospection. We have nothing 
more either to leam or to conceal from each other. I have conr- 
age and partisans ; they are even within the walls, though yon 
do not know them. Keep your own secret Preserve an un- 
changed countenance. Without your further interference I wiU 
for ever secure you from the indiscretion of a {hxrd person,'* etc. 
etc. — Miss Lee.] 
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You stand high with the st^te ; what passes here 
Will not excite her too great curiosity : 
Keep your own secret, keep a steady eye, 
Stir not, and speak not ; — leave the rest to me : 
We must have no third bahhlers thrust between us. 

\_Exit Ulbic. 
Sieg, {sohis). Am I awake ? are these my father's 
halls? 
And yon — my son? My son] mine! who have ever 
Abhorred both mystery and blood, and yet 
Am plunged into the deepest hell of both I 
I must be speedy, or more will be shed — 
The Hungarian's ! — Ulric — he hath partisans. 
It seems : I might have guessed as much. Oh fool! 
Wolves prowl iri company. He hath the key 
(As I too) of the opposite door which leads 
Into the turret. Now then ! or once more 
To be the father of fresh crimes, no less 
Than of the criminal ! Ho ! Gabor ! Gabor ! 

[Exit into the turret, closing the door after him. 

SCENE n. 
77ie Interior of the Ikirret 

Gabob and Siegendobf. 

Gah. Who calls? 

Sieg, I — Siegendorf ! Take these, and fly I 

Lose not a moment ! 

[Tears off a diamond star and other jewels^ and 
thrusts them into Gabor's hand. 
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Gah. What am I to do 

With these ? 

Sieg. Whatever you will : sell them, or hoard. 
And prosper ; but delay not, or you are lost ! 

Chh, You pledged your honor for my safety I 

Sifcg, And 

Must thus redeem it Fly ! I am not master. 
It seems, of my own castle — of my own 
Retainers — nay, even of these very walls, 
Or I would bid them fall and crush me ! Fly 1 
Or you will be slain by 

Gah, Is it even so ? 

Farewell, then I Recollect, however. Count, 
You sought this fatal interview I 

Sieg. I did : 

Let it not be more fatal still ! — Begone I 

Grab, By the same path I entered ? 

Sieg, Yes ; that 's safe still. 

But loiter not in Prague ; — you do not know 
With whom you have to deal. 

Gah, I know too well — 

And knew it ere yourself, unhappy sire I 
Farewell ! \_Exit Gabob. 

Sieg, {soltLS and listening). He hath cleared the 
staircase. Ah ! I hear 
The door sound loud behind him ! He is safe I 

Safe I — Oh, my father's spirit ! — I am faint 

[He leans dovm upon a stone seat, near the waH 
of the tower, in a drooping posture. 
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Enter Ulbic, with others armed, and with weapons 

drawn. 
Ulr. Despatch ! — he 's there I 
Lud, The count, my lord I 

Ulr. (recognizing Siegendorf). You here, sir I 
Sieg. Yes : if you want another victim, strike I 
Ulr. (seeing him stript of his jewels). Where is 
the ruffian who hath plundered you ? 
Vassals, despatch in search of him ! You see 
*Twas as I said — the wretch hath stript my 

father 
Of jewels which might form a prince's heir-loom I 
Away ! I '11 follow you forthwith. 

{^Exeunt aU but Siegendori" and Ulrio. 

What's this? 
Where is the villain ? 

Sieg. There are two, sir : which 

Are you in quest of? 

Ulr. Let us hear no more 

Of this: he must be found. You have not let him 
Escape ? 
Sieg. He 's gone. 

Ulr. With your connivance ? 

Sieg. With 

My fullest, freest aid. 

Ulr. Then fare you well I 

[Ulrio is going. 
Sieg. Stop! I command -^ entreat -^ implore I 
Oh, Ubic I 
Will you then leave me ? 
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Vlr, What! remain to be 

Denounced — dragged, it may be, in chains ; and all 
By your inherent weakness, half-humanity, 
Selfish remorse, and temporizing pity. 
That sacrifices your whole race to save 
A wretch to profit by our ruin I No, count. 
Henceforth you have no son I 

Sieg, I never had one ; 

And would you ne'er had borne the useless name ! 
Where will you go ? I would not send you forth 
Without protection. 

Ulr, Leave that unto me. 

I am not alone ; nor merely the vain heir 
Of your domains ; a thousand, ay, ten thousand 
Swords, hearts, and hands, are mine. 

Sieg, The foresters I 

With whom the Hungarian found you first at Frank- 
fort! 

Ulr, Yes — men — who are worthy of the name I 
Go tell 
Your senators that they look well to Prague ; 
Their feast of peace was early for the times ; 
There are more spirits abroad than have been laid 
With WaUenstein ! 

Enter Josephine and Ida. 

Jos, What is 't we hear ? My Siegendorf ! 

Thank Heaven, I see you safe ! 

Sieg, Safe ! 

Ida, Yes, dear father I 
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Sieg. No, no ; I have no children : never more 
Call me by that worst name of parent. 

Jos, What 

Means my good lord! 

Sieg. That you have given birth 

To a demon ! 

Ida, (taking Ulric's hand). Who shall dare say 
this of Ulric ? 

Sieg, Ida, beware! there's blood upon that hand. 

Ida, (stooping to kiss it), I'd kiss it off, though it 
were mine. 

Sieg, It is so ! 

Ulr, Away ! it'is your father's ! [^Exit Ulric. 

Ida, Oh, great Grod ! 

And I have loved this man ! 

[Id A falls senseless — Josephine stands speech- 
less with horror, 

Sieg, The wretch hath slain 

Them both ! — My Josephine ! we are now alone I 
Would we had ever been so ! — All is over 
For me ! — Now open wide, my sire, thy grave ; 
Thy curse hath dug it deeper for thy son 
In mine ! — The race of Siegendorf is past 



■ END OP VOL. Vin. 
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